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“That which pleases long, and pleases ases Many, must p must possess some merit.” —DR. JOHNSON, 
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II owe it to your teaching, which has enlarged my 


[Tows and filled it with charity. Oh, if it were — 
D H ) B () k A H; * |only granted me to be of service to the suffering ! © 
Pastor. Do not all suffer ? 
Anna. But some especially ; that poor woman 
OR, THE of whom I have spoken to you, uncle. 
Pas. The Jewess ? 
JEWISH MAIDEN’S WRONG.| 4zna. The mendicant. 
: Pas. She who has a young child ? 
Anna. And who is forsaken by all! Dear uncle, 
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i B| Drama, in Ghree Acts. if I might shelter her, and bring up her poor out- 
: cast child ! 

Ni BY CHARLES SMITH CHELTNAM. Pas. You forget—we are not masters here in 

a our village. To give shelter to this unfortunate 

E CAST OF CHARACTERS. creature and her child would be to make them a 

| Royal Victoria, | burthen on the commune; and Jews— 

y Lorene sic cwiecetawsatwews soetereeodeen: Mr. George Rose. Anna. Fellow-creatures, uncle ! 

if. POSED ison dn y Moskbes Ue cheeses Jetta Risse ‘\ J. H. Fitzpatrick. Pas. But Jost sinners! 
The Pa Fe ae Brownlow Hill Anna. Not lost in the sight of Heaven, uncle. 
PRR ocd kaise scouts occ emi ton sa daaneue ws “ George Yarnold. Pas. Well, well, dear child— 

| ABTERAM 2. cccecccccerssccecees sanecons “« J. B. Johnstone. 

LY] Rewber...-..eeeeceee vererereesesreeeees « RR. Marchant. LORENZ and the SCHOOLMASTER leave the church, 

al deee ee aera aly and descend, talking earnestly. 

rf] MaWha. esses seseeeee senses sees MES, We Daly. See! here comes the burgomaster, with his friend 
R08... sccccecoccsccccecsceccsesseeses. “© EB. Farren. the schoolmaster; you know how they think re- 

y: Tittle Deborah. .......cceccecescccccvees ‘* Marchant. specting the unhappy race of Jews. 

‘ UV ecteager es Male eae Eres | ni Ort a aimne aes Anna. I know, but yet I will speak to them. 

grant Je Jews ditto. 
3 Papa Lorenz does not like to deny me anything. 
Lg <The sesh. parere in and | about a Styrian villago in the carly| + Loreng. [R. C.] Its a scandal, schoolmaster— 
e eeK supposed 10 clapse betwee tt) 
d! first and seed ae ad & five years between the second andthira |@ Scandal! On Good Friday, when every good 
ic 2} acts.) Christian is at church, to be away vagabondizing, 


nobody knows where ! 
D, Loft Door; # E Second Entrance; U. EU) por Hnlrance; a. D neridale Sohooleanten R. C.] Joseph always had a rest- 
Dear: fraitee Poarrions. “Re moans Right; 1 Left; 0. Contre: B.C. / Jess spirit, and I have often feared for his relig- 
Ease, ee ee eoene ious steadfastness. 
Anna. Heaven be with you this good day, 
ACT I. Papa Lorenz. 7 
Scene I.—A Village; at the back, u., a small|_ Lor. Endless good mornings to you, my dear: 
church, slightly raised upon a rock, with a wind-|2Dd to your reverence. [Taking off his hat. Vm 
ing path Jrom the door; rustic houses, over-|hurt, pastor, that my graceless boy should not 
shadowed by lime trees, R. and L.; in the back-| have been at church this morning to hear your 


round, mountains and a stream. beautiful sermon. 
g : “ Pas. Do not be angry with him, burgomaster ; ; 


The last strains of the Easter hymn are heard 4s | Joseph was always a well-conducted youth, and 
the curtain rises, and the PEASANT CONGREGA- | may have had good reasons for being absent from 
TION is leaving the church; the WOMEN and! church. | 
CHILDREN loiter in knots; the PASTOR, holding| Anna. Before you accuse him, papa, hear what | 
his niece ANNA by the hand, descends through|he has to say for himself, .and you may have to | 
the midst of his flock, who salute him reverently, praise instead of blame him. But first’ listen to | 
the WOMEN kissing his hand and the MEN tak-!me. Ihave a great favor to ask of you. | 
ing off their hats to him; OLD MARTHA seats; Tor. What can my little Anna ask that I will | 
herself on a block of stone—ANNA and the PAS- | not grant, if it is in my power to do so? [Some of 
TOR advance to Cc. the PEASANTS approach and speak to Pastor, 


Anna. If there is any good in me, dear uncle, | who retires with them to back of stage. 
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Anna. First, papa, you must promise to listen 
to me patiently. 

Lor. Chatter away to your beart’s content, my 
dear; to-day is a holiday, even for the burgo- 
| master, and your talk is sure to be pleasanter to 
him than his own thoughts just now. 

Anna. Perhaps you already know, Papa Lorenz, 
that, in a wretched hovel, on the other side of the 
wood yonder, a poor woman has lately given birth 
to three children, for whom she can scarcely find 
means of subsistence! Well, I was on my way to 
take her some clothing, milk and bread for her 
poor infants, when at aturnin the path I came 
upon a beggar-woman, pressing a little child to 
her bosom. Her Jook was strange and wild, and 
she fixed an eager gaze upon the milk I was car- 
rying; but she seemed too proud to beg, for she 
seized the vesse] and looked into my face without 
uttering a word. Finding I did not oppose her, 
she gave drink to the child in her arms. With- 
out thinking of what I was doing, I then gave her 
the bread and the clothes I was carrying. She 
said nothing, but took my hand and raised it to 
her lips. I asked her if the child was hers; she 
answered that it was not. “Of what nation are 
you?” I asked her. ‘‘I am a Jewess!” she 
answered. [Zhe SCHOOLMASTER moves restlessly. | 
I started! The poor woman’s eyes flashed, and 
she sprang to her feet, crying, ‘‘I knew you did 
not know me, or your charity would not have 
been so bountiful! Yes, I ama Jewess—banished 
from Hungary with my people—our wretched 
hovels burnt and we compelled to fly for our lives ! 
I have guided the steps of a woman who in this 
wood has prematurely become a mother! Hunted 
from the dwellings of mankind, we have sought 
shelter with the beasts of the wilderness !” 

Schoolm. And you quite forgot the Christian 
woman to whom you were bearing milk and bread ? 

Anna. Pressing want was before my eyes: could 
I withhold drink from the poor child’s parched 
lips, while I inquired as to its parents’ religious 
faith ? 

Lor. Let her tell her story, schoolmaster. 

Anna. I have no more to tell; but, good Papa 
Lorenz, I have now to ask you the favor I told 
you of. I want your permission, as burgomaster 
of the village, to receive this unfortunate creature 
amongst us. 

Schoolm. [greatly moved.] What! 
Jewess into our village ? 

Anna. a LORENZ.] Let me bring up the poor 
little child ! 

Schoolm. Was ever such a thing heard! [Call- 
ing.| Here, pastor, listen to your niece ! 

Lor. Come, come, schoolmaster ! hear the child 


| 


Bring a 


ut. 

Schoolm. [x.] Not another word, burgomaster. 
Take a Jewess and her child amongst us! Here, 
where we are at least a century in advance of the 
surrounding country in enlightenment—into this 
district, whence the Jews were driven a hundred 
years ago. Impossible! 

Anna. Don’t let the schoolmaster talk me down, 
dear Papa Lorenz ! 

Lor. The subject is a very grave one, my dear ; 
I must take time to think about it. 

Anna. Be charitable and just. 

Schoolm. That’s the difficulty! It’s the ques- 
tion of a principle—the maintenance of the law— 
of the law! 
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DEBORAH. 


Jewess | 


Are you mad ? 


[Act I, Scene 1. 
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Anna. Of the law which says ‘‘ Love thy neigh- 
bor!” [Crosses to L. C.; PASTOR comes forward, | 
surrounded by PEASANTS, in the midst of whom is | 
OLD MARTHA. | 

Pas. [c.] Good people, my niece merely wishes : 
to give shelter to a poor woman and her child for 
a short time. 

Martha. [R. c.] The evil one does not need a 
long time to do his work! [Coughing every now 
and then with feebleness.| A Jewess in our village! 
That old Martha should ever have lived to hear 
of such a thing! Neighbors, do you wish to have 
your springs poisoned, as they were by those Infi- 
dels in the year sixteen hundred? Do you wish 
your infants to be all strangled, or infected with | 
small-pox, or stricken with deformity? Pastor, 
you ought to blush to think of so perverting our 
religion! We've reached a pretty pass, when our 
pastor, even on Good Friday, dares to talk of 
bringing Jews amongst his flock ! 

Peasants. [pressing forward.] Where is she— 
where is this Jewess? Burgomaster, it’s your 
duty to see to this! 

Lor. Good people! 

Mar. [turning to PEASANTS.] We want no 
witches and child murderers amongst us! 

Peas. No, no! Let’s find the Jewess! 

. (Tumult. 

Pas. My children! good people, hear me! 

Mar. Don’t listen to him, neighbors; our pas- | 
tor is no better than an Infidel ! 

Cashed tumult. 

Anna. For Heaven’s sake—good Martha— 
friends! do hear me! Do not let this poor woman 
suffer for my interferenee in her behalf! 

[A number of the PEASANTS hurry o L. 
Lor. Stay, good people, I command you 
Voices. Cavithout.. The Jewess! The Jewess! 

[Continued clamor. 

Anna. {to PASTOoR.] Oh, uncle, see! Protect , 
the poor woman; do not let them maltreat her! 

Omnes. The Jewess! The Jewess!. 
DEBORAH rushes in wildly, L., pursued by a 

crowd of PRASANTS; she stops suddenly, c., and 

draws herselfup proudly... The SCHOOLMASTER 
glares at her wilily, then steals off L., trembling 
with terror. 

Debor. Iam a Jewess! What want you of mef 

Mar. (R-} Vagabond! What are you doing in 
this village : 

Debor. [looking slowly at the faces around her.| 
I am seeking [shaking her head and dropping her 
voice] no one—nothing ! 

Anna. [seizing her hand.| She is seeking food! 

Debor. No; I came not to beg! [Glancing | 
around fearfully. Aside.) He is not here! | 


Going. 
Mar. Don’t let her go off, neighbors, till abe 
has confessed what brought her prowling about 
the village! But no need of her confession—Ill 
tell you. ‘ To-morrow the Jews keep their hideous 
Easter Feast, at which [mysteriously] they sac- 
rifice Christian children in their infernal rites! 
DEBORAH starts, and shudders with horror.| 
ee there ! See how she rolls her eyes and. ¢ren- 

bles! Defend yourself, Jewess, if you can! 

[DEBORAH shakes her head. 

Peas. Into the stream with her! Death to tho 


FETS SSSESSTOSSSOLS 


+ 
’ 


a a 


$F OOOO 49O SH O40 OO 


FHS SH SH SHSSOOSH 


SSS SSESSSSSSSSSSHSSTSSSSSHSSCHESCSSSHSOS 


sesoeosee 


PTO FSF HOSTS SFSSSTSSSSSSSSSEOCHSSESE 


Lor. [interposing.| My | good men! Martha! | 
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Act I, Scene 2. 


' Pas. Listen to me, my children ! 
Anna. [bescechingly.| Good friends! 
Martha and Peasants. To the stream! 

her! Death to the Jewess! 

Pas. [forcing his way between the crowd and 
DEBORAH, who stands immovable, pale and statue- 
like.| Men, women, are you all mad? What 
harm has this woman done to you? 

' Mar. The voice of the people is the voice of 

| Heaven! 

Pas. The voice of Heaven speaks by the lips of 
its ordained minister. Misguided creatures, back! 
Daughter of Judea, tremble no more; a Christian 
priest stretches forth his saving hand! [He ts 
about to place his hand upon her head—she utters 
a low cry, and crouches, trembling violently. 

Mar. Ah! see! see her shrink from a Chris- 
tian’s touch ! 

Peas. Stone her! stone the impious wretch ! 

Pas. (keeping back the crowd.| My children, re- 
member! “Let him among you whois without 
sin cast the first stone.” 

[ The crowd shrink back, slowly and moodily. 

Several Voices. She won't escape us ! 


Stone 


4 
‘ 


' 


' Go your way in peace. 
away—the PEASANTS murmur. 

_ or. [to Pastor.] Let us guard her to the 
| boundary of the district; her life is not safe. 


burgomaster to match! [Murmurs again. 


DEBORAH moves across stage toL. Meets JOSEPH 
| as he enters L. 


Debor. [in a low, agitated tone.) Joseph ! 

Jos. [in the same tone.} Deborah! you here! 
Debor. I came to seek you. 

Jos. I have been seeking you—far away. 
Debor. And I find you but to part from you! 

[ Hesitatingly.] Farewell, till we meet again ! 
| Jos. In the wood, by the ruined cross. 

Debor. Heaven preserve you! * Adieu ! 

Jos. Away! away, Deborah! [#zit DEBORAH, 
L. The PEASANTS, with OLD MARTHA, go off at 
different sides, talking and gesticulating. 

Lor. [c., to JOSEPH, angrily.) So you have 
found your way back, after scandalizing your 
father and the whole congregation by your ab- 
sence from church? [Zo Pastor.) This evening, 
pastor, I'll ask you to give me half an hour at my 
house. [Zurning to JOSEPH.] I shall then have a 
serious word to say to you. 

S08. A c.] I shall not be at home this even- 
ing, father. 

Lor: Indeed! And why, may I ask ? 

Jos. If I were free to tell you, father, I would 
do so without being questioned. 

Lor. Very well, very well! take your own wild 
course! But mark me, you may one day find it 
more difficult to win back your father’s love than 
it was to lose it. Understand, meanwhile, that it 
is my wish that you should remain at home this 
evening. [zit with PASTOR, R. JOSEPH wrings 
his hands with an expression of grief. 

Anna. [ pleading, crossing to him.] Obey our 
father, Joseph. 

Jos. I cannot. | 

Anna. Where are you going again this evening ? 

Jos. Must I be questioned even by you, Anna? 

Anna. There was a time, Joseph, when you 
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DEBORAH. 


Pas. [when all have fallen back, crossing to R.] | 
[DEBORAH turns slowly | your father’s wish ! 
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Peas. To the stream with her! [Great clamor. | confided in me without need of question on my 


part! Have we not always confided in each 
other? [JOSEPH sighs.] See this silver ring: 
you bought it for me the first time you went to 
market, five years ago. 

Jos. Those were happy days, Anna. 

Anna. Ah, Joseph, if they are less happy now— 

Jos. [he paces to and fro for a moment and then 
takes her hand.) Anna— 

Anna. There is something on your mind. 

Jos. Something on my wind ! 

Anna. Oh, yes! I can see it plainly. But tell 
me the cause of your disquiet. You are no longer 
happy beneath your father’s roof. It almost seems 
as if some evil spirit had seized upon you. You 


are ever anxious, and wander about nearly as. 


restlessly as that poor Jewess who was here just 
now. 
Jos. What was she doing here ? 
Anna. I do not know. But, oh! they threat- 
ened to kill the poor creature! . | 
Jos. [starting.] To kill her! Who? 
Anna. All! 
Jos. Oh, heavens! Farewell, Anna! 
[Going toward L. 
Anna. (holding ee Stay, Joseph! Think of 
Jos. [releasing himself.] I must go! I must! 
[Hurries out L. 
Amna. [looking after him, sadly.) Heaven and 


Mar. [{c.] We’ve.a pretty kind of pastor, and a| the Virgin watch over and protect him. 


[ Scene closes in. 


SCENE II.—A Wood; a ruined stone cross, L.; 
night. 


Enter DEBORAH, slowly, 1. 


Debor. {c.] Oh, gentle silence of night! how 
grateful art thou to the troubled soul—how balm- 
like healing! The weary mother and her child 
sleep in yonder hut, and blind old Abraham lies 
at the ‘threshold—a sightless guardian! They 
need me not; angels watch over the sleeping! 
Come, Joseph! I wake and wait for thee with 
love-laden heart, and thoughts that turn to 
prayers for thee! Come, love, and find a prayer 
upon my lips! [She is about to kneel, but sud- 
denly sees the cross, and rushes from it to R. C., 
trembling.) Why do I always tremble when I be- 
hold this symbol, as if my gaze had rested on a 
spectre! [Moonlight streams down upon the spot 
where she is standing.| Oh, tranquil-faced moon, 
I turn to thee and darkness leaves my soul! Hail 
to thee, whom I have known from my life’s earli- 
est years, when, with sacred taper in my hand, I 
followed my father in the clear nig t, and heard 
him bless thy divine refulgence! And as he 
lifted up his hands and prayed, [raising her hands] 
so I—but not for scattered Israel, nor devastated 
Zion—pray to Thee for him who is my life’s life! 

[She stands statue-like, gazing upwards. 


Enter JOSEPH, L. 

Jos. [going toc.] Deborah! 

Debor. (turning, and rushing into his arms.] 
Joseph ! 

Jos. [embracing her.] My poor heart! 

Debor. Ob, no! not poor, when I have thee! 
Press my hand, sweet love! look into my eyes! 
one kiss! [She kisses him.] Poor! is there on 
earth a queen so rich as I? 
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Jos. My own one! 

Debor. Tell me you love me, Joseph! 

Jos. Love you! 

Debor. I know you do! have known it even 
from the day when, and when only, I questioned 
_ you as to your religious faith, and you answered 
me, ‘‘ Deborah, God is love !” 

Jos. Yes, yes, I love you, Deborah, with a love 
that holds no terms with other hopes or other 
faith! that binds my reason, my feelings, and my 
will, as in the bondage of a sweet spell ! 

Debor. Oh, Joseph, so be it! if you can teach 
yourself to know all the sweetness treasured in 
this mystery! Such, in the old, happy time, was 
the veiled sanctuary of Solomon’s temple! Such 
are the rich pearls and corals that lie in the un- 
bounded depths of the sea, unprofaned by the 
eyes of men! Within the folded wings of this an- 
gelic mystery we are to each other all that is. 
Let us turn our faces to the promised land, and 
take our way, blessing Heaven and rejoicing ! 

Jos. Yes, love, we will go! You have burst 
asunder the fetters of prejudice that held mea 
dull slave to others’ wills! Henceforth I share 
with you the wide world, which Heaven made free, 
and gave for its sole ruler—Love! [Speaking 
quickly.| Eight days’ journey hence will bring us 
to the sea; beyond there lies a virgin land, where 
no religion tramples on the sanctity of love. 
There we will till a patch of Heaven’s own earth, 
_ and worship Heaven in the perfection of our hu- 
man happiness! Deborah, you weep! 

Debor. No, I but breathed a prayer—that we 
may never outlive this moment’s transport ! 

Jos. Amen to that sweet prayer! Iam now 
resolved and happy. To-night I will reveal all 
to my father. 

Debor. To your father ? 

Jos. Yes, Deborah, I will do my duty as a son, 
though I have no hope of bending my father’s 
opposition. You saw to-day how they are blinded 
—even to threatening you, my beloved, with 
death ! 

Debor. I heard nothing—my thoughts were 
with you! 

Jos. I have resolved to be a priest of the rights 
of man, and it shall be so! If my father will not 
listen to me, I will cross the seas with my love. 
eae her.| Oh, Deborah, will you follow 
me 

Debor. As the shadow waits upon the sun! 
But, oh, Heaven! what will become of my aged 
companion, and of the infant? I am everything 
to them—hands, feet, eyes! How shall I leave 
them ? [Looking off L., sadly. 

Jos. Deborah! 

Debor. I follow you! I follow you! 

Jos. My wife! At midnight, by the garden 
hedge, where the aged lime tree grows and the 
roads cross, I will await you, and from that spot 
we will start upon our new life-path! You will 
come ? 

Debor. I will come! I will come! 

Jos. Mine, then, dear one, forever ! 

Debor. {placing her hands upon his head.] May 
Heaven prosper thee, love. Farewell! [JoSEPH 
moves a few steps L., then turns, and they rush 
into each other's arms. After a last passionate 
embrace, exit JOSEPH, R., DEBORAH, more slowly, 
L. The moonlight fades away,as if acloud had 
_ passed over the moon’s face. As soon as the stage 
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[Act I, Scene3. ; 


is dark, the SCHOOLMASTER creeps stealthily across, 
JSollowing JOSEPH’S steps. 


SCENE TI.—A Room in LOREN2’s house; night; 
a table, with two chairs, L. Cc. 


Enter ANNA and JOSEPH, R. 


Anna. [soothingly.] Come, come, Joseph, for 
my sake, take courage—he is already much better. 

Jos. [c., gloomily.] A curse is on me! 

Anna. Do not say so. No, no! such dreadful 
words never rose to your father’s lips. Ah, 
Joseph, if you had not kept your secret so closely 
locked in your own breast— | 

Jos. What could confession have done? Oh, 
Anna! when her great eyes looked into the 
depths of my soul, and awakened into life the 
germ of love which they first discovered there, 
their gaze possessed me as with a talismanic 
power, from which Icould never more free my 
spirit! And when I saw her sufferings—saw her 
hunted upon the face of the earth—what could I 
but pray to be the angel of her salvation? For- | 
give me, Anna, if I have ceased to be— 

Anna. Hush, Joseph! love her, and let my 
consolation be in helping you to soften the rigors 
of her fate. 

Jos. Dear Anna! ah! my father! 

Anna. {taking his hand.] Come and meet him. 

Jos. I dare not! 


Enter LORENZ, R., leaning on the PASTOR’S arm; 
he is pale, as if he had recently been tll. ANNA 
stands by his side, the PASTOR R. C. 

Lor. [seating himself, c.) Joseph, my son! 
(JOSEPH rushes to him.] I bless you! you see my 
wicked passion is past! Tell me all your secret, 
that I may know how best to show you how much 
I love you! 

JOS. Leg Let me still remain silent, father. 

Lor. You love this Jewess, then? — 

Jos. I do, father. 

Lor. Tam calm, you see. I will make no at- 
tempt to move you by words; but, reflect, 
Joseph, that another such fit as that which struck 
me down this evening might leave you alone in 
the world, and this reflection may bring back to 
your mind the recollection of other love and other 
duty. [JOSEPH grasps his hand.) Oh! call up the 
image of this woman! then say whether for it 
you will leave all else who love you! This woman, 
Joseph—she will not even kneel with you at your 
father’s grave, because the cross above it will 
scare her thence! 

Jos. Oh, father—pastor! could you see into my 
heart and know how dearly I love you all! Oh! 
could you understand how deeply—how irrevoca- 
bly—my love is pledged to her! But tell me what 
I should do, and Heaven will aid me to do it. 

Pas. The trial will be a bitter one, my son! 

Jos. Tell me my duty. 

Lor. Do you seriously trust in this woman’s 
love, Joseph ? 

Jos. As I trust in Heaven itself! 

Lor. Poor boy! Do you think that for no con- 
sideration she would be induced to leave you ? - 

Jos. Father ! 

Lor. Throughout the world her race are notori- 
ously greedy of money; how, if for a good round 
sum— 

Jos. Father! for Heaven’s sake spare me the 
pain of listening to such words! 
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—on your 
ously.) I have more news to tell you! 


toe eke) nee Sapo tid ane take this key, 
ves key| and in the safe in my room, here, you ; 
will find a bag of money—go and fotch, it for me: of Israel! [She goes to the hut door and looks 


[JOSEPH goes out, R., wrapped in thought.] Now 
schoolmaster, I want you to find out this Jewess.|Be2" UP, ob, my heart! Joseph, I am yours: 


covered these wretches’ haunt. 


upon your sueeestio : eee, and send her 
@ sum of money, which I wish to give her, on con- : , 
dition that she im mediately takes her departure. ne me in my troubled sleep. I shut my ears and 
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Lor. I have lived longer in the world than you,; Abrah. [R. c.] Blessed be the band that guides 


Joseph, and fancy I have seen something more of|me! Light streams from your fingers, Deborah, 
mankind. Will you let me put her to this proof ?|and when you are by me, stars are in the dark- 


Jos. Father, I feel my heart scorched with|ness of my night, and my foot stumbles not ! 


shame! but I have no longer any will of my own.| (DEBORAH leads him into the door of the hut. 
Do as you please. - | Debor. [turning from the door.] And when I 


Enter SCHOOLMASTER, L. - gone ? Roce oe to oe 

+ _|hungry mother—no hand to guide the sightless 

pasate fe. ¢-] ney , (Asie cee old man! Yet do I go—yet do I abandon them; 
oe » MY I belong no more to them or to myself; I am his 

alone! [ With fervor.) Oh, Divine Father! mer- 
cifully shelter these poor children of adversity, 
Thou, who art the shield of our people, the God 


Lor. Speak out, my friend; there are no longer 


within.| Farewell! [Bursts into tears.] Farewell! 


: ; .. |yours! [The storm seems to come nearer. Exit R. 
Schoolm. That I can easily do; for I have dis- Enter the SCHOOLMASTER, mysteriously. 


Pas. [anxiously.] You will let me or Anna go Schoolm. [c.] This is the spot. For fifteen 


with him ? years I have lived in security—for fifteen years 


, : «47 7: ,| not one of this accursed race has come to bring 
Anna. [pleadingly.) Yes; let me go with him!|qanoer to me; and these shall be driven hence! 


Lor. No; let him go alone. I am about to act| thoy shall not cloud my life! Last night a voice 
that seemed to call me by my former name cried 


Anna. Do not speak too severely to her, good tried to fly from the terrific sound; but a hand 


schoolmaster was laid upon my head, and a Jewish face peered 


Pas. There is no need to terrify her, poor into mine, and a Jewish voice whispered mock- 
j ’ 


i é 17? . 
creature. ingly, ‘I know your secret!” And instantly the 


Schoolm. Trust me, I will do my errand, and it whole village was about me, and every ren 


will be a labor of love to free the airof our village | “M2” and child called me by that fatal name 
from the contamination of her Jewish breath ! 


Re-enter JOSEPH, with a bag of money, which he| and heavy ee! Ho, there! [Going to R., and 


A life of such torture would be worse than ten 
thousand deaths! I'll free myself! [Lightning 


gives to his father. calling.| Ho, there 
Lor. Do nothing but offer her the money, and| Jew. [at the hut door.) Good sir, what want 


await her answer. [Gives bag to SCHOOLMASTER. | you of your servant ? : 


Schoolm. Leave all tome, burgomaster. [Aside.]| Schoolm. Are there any more of you in this den? 


To-nigbt my tortures shall be ended. [zit L. Jew. Only a poor blind man and a little infant! 


Lor. [rising.] Come, pastor, let us have a bot-| We are doing no harm. 


tle before you leave us! I feel strong.again, since} Schoolm. Noharm! Don’t you know that it is 
my boy is likely to be himself once more! Go into| against the law for any Jew to pass the night in 
my room, children. [JOSEPH sighs and goes out, | this district ? 

R., followed by ANNA, watching him anxiously.||__ Jew. We were on our way to Bohemia, when 
Do they not look, those two, pastor, as if Heaven | terror caused mo to give birth to my infant. 

had made them for man and wifeY Shall we ever| Schoolm. How did you reach this hut ¢ 

live to see them wedded ? [EBxeunt R. Jew. She brought us here. 


Schoolm. She ? 
Jew. Deborah, the daughter of the learned 


SCENE IV.—A Rocky Hillside, beneath which is a\Rabbi David. 


miserable hut, R.; @ stormy night; distant| Schoolm. Well, you must away, the whole of 


thunder and lightning. you! Where is this Deborah ? ; 
Enter DEBORAH, L., leading ABRAHAM, and Jew. In the vineyard, yonder. But, oh! must 
carrying a bag. - |we leave this place ? 
Abraham. Does the moon shine, Deborah ? Schoolm. Yes, and at eden eer 
Debor. [c.] It struggles with the clouds. i t [ tb He A a er. 
Abrah. Set my face towards it, daughter. ew. Have pity on us, worshipiui Sir. 


Schoolm. You will be escorted over the district 
PREEOR AH 008 80: boundary, on the road to Bohemia. 

Enter a JEWESS, from the hut. Jew. [surprised.) On the road to Bohemia ? 
Jewess. [R.] Have you brought us anything? Schootm. And you will be supplied with food by 
Debor. [giving bag.) Yes; potatoes, bread |the way, and money besides. 


and wine. Jew. [Joupulty.} And money ? 


Jew. Where did you get them ? Schoolm. But you must take the other woman 
Debor. Take them, and thank Heaven. with you—this Deborah ! 
Jew. Blessings on your hand, but for which we| Jew. Money? Ob! sbe will come with us— 


should all have perished ! [Exit into hut. \why should she not? ‘Food and money! 


Abrah. [who has been standing with his face| Schoolm. You must be off at once, and under- 


upraised.) Lead me to the door, Deborah. I am /|take never again to return. 
weary, and would rest. 


Jew. [calling.] Deborah! Deborah ! Abraham! 
Debor. Come, then. we are saved! Money! - 
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| Enter DEBORAN, over the hill-side, at back, and 


' the appointed spot, and he is not here! 


DEBO 


Schoolm. You will answer for the other two? 
[Gives bag of money. 

Jew. Oh, yes! and bless you in their name! 
[Counting the money.| Ten! twenty! thirty! A 
thousand blessings on you, worshipful sir! De- 
borah! Deborah! [Exit into hut as ABRAHAM | 
comes from the door. | 

Abrah. [coming from hut.| I hear a stranger’s ' 
voice—and yet a voice that is not strange to me! 

[ Thunder. 

Schoolm. [aside, nervously.] Who is this old 
man ? 

Jew. [coming from the door, her child slung at 
her breast and a bundle on her arm.] We have 
money, Abraham, and food, brought us by this 
worshipful man! Kiss our preserver’s hand! 

Schoolm. [shrinking back.| I want no thanks— 
only away with you! 

Abrah. [R.c.] That voice! I recognize it 
now! At Presburg there dwelt a man named 
Nathan, precentor of the school—— 

Schoolm. [trembling—aside.| Who is this? 

Abrah. Nathan had a son—an apostate—who 
went away as a baptized Christian—— 

aoe [in wild excitement.] This old man is 
mad! 

Abrah. Leaving his father to die in want and 
misery! The old man died in my arms! 

Schoolm. He’s mad, I say! Begone—begone 
from this place forever ! Thunder. 

Abrah. The tone of Nathan’s last words is still 
fresh in my ears! 

Schoolm. [with increasing terror.} No more! 
Begone ! 

Abrah. It is his voice that now speaks! 
are Nathan’s son ! 

Schoolm. Away with this madman, or the law 
shall take its course, and drag you off to jail! 

dew. [eagerly seizing ABRAHAM.] Come, come, 
father. [Hurries him off L.] He means no harm 
—no harm, worshipful sir ! 

Schoolm. (c.—looks fearfully around, then cov- 
ers his face with his hands.] My father dead—in 
want and misery! And this man knows my ter- | 
rible secret! But no! they will never believe 
him! I who have lived for fifteen years amongst 
them, scrupulous in all Christian observances, 
they would never believe this old man’s story, 
even should he tell it! Let me becalm. No, no! 
I have nothing to fear, for I have seen the last of 
them! [TZhunder, rain and wind.|] Courage, 
Nathan! you bave but your own cowardice to 
dread. One word to the burgomaster, to tell him 
that she is gone. No; I have nothing more to 
fear ! [Exit r. 


You 


SCENE V.—A Farm-yard; house, with door, R., 
the front covered with vines; corn-stacks, éc.; 
a rustic gate at back, L. c., from which a path 
leads over the side of a low hill; at the outer side 
of the path, R. C., a stream, breaking over rocks; 
night; storm continued. 


through the gate. 


Debor. (coming down toc.] He comes not to 
What 
- doubt is this that fills me with terror? Will he'! 
not come? ([Lightning.[ Oh, is Heaven angry | 
' with me? Joseph! oh, come to me, for my heart 


faints! [She staggers to the door R., listens, then nocent love, and left my beart to break. 
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RAH. (Act I, Scene 5. 


knocks timidly; LORENZ opens the door.) Ah! is 
it you, Joseph ? 

Lor. Who is there? | 

Debor. [hiding herself beside the house, nr.) His - 
father ! | 

Lor. [coming out and recognizing her.| What! | 
isit you? [She crosses toL.c.] Have you not ; 
yet done harm enough to my poor son by your 3 
wicked acts, but do you want once more to lure ; 
him from his home and peace of mind ? 

Debor. Home! peace of mind! ! 

Lor. You wil] labor in vain. At length he knows | 
you—knows that she who could forsake him for | 
money, loved for money, lied for money! 

Debor. All-seeing Heaven, what is this mystery 
of which thou knowest I know nothing ? 

Lor. You know that money was offered to you, 
and joyfully accepted ! 

Debor. Money! I have seen none! I swear be- 
fore Heaven! [ Thunder. 

Lor. Dare not to provoke its fiery anger, but | 
get you gone! [DEBORAH makes an appealing | 
gesture.) Go, I say, and trouble us no more! : 
Goes towards door R. 

Let me see him! Oh, | 
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Debor. (rushing to nim 
let me see him once again ! 
Lor. [repulsing her.] Silence 
again ! | 
Debor. [falling at his feet and embracing his | 
knees.| Have mercy on me! I must see him—and | 
then—and then I will leave you! | 


Enter ANNA, from the house. 


Anna. What is the matter? Ah! you here? 
Debor. Thanks be to Heaven! You are the : 
kind woman who lately gave drink to the thirst- . 
ing. Ob, J am now athirst, and the springs of 3 
my life will dry up within me if you stretch not ° 
forth your hand. If you believe in love, bring him ¢ 
—oh, bring him to me! : 
Anna. [sadly.] I do believe in love; but notin ; 
such as yours. : 
Debor. You also! ¢ 
Anna. Thad pleaded for you, and was even pre- . 
pared to give up to you my hes life’s treasure | 
—the‘treasure you have bartered for a few vile. 
pieces of gold ! ! 
Debor. (moving to L.c., and putting her hand 
to her forehead.| Am Imad? Gold! gold! what 
do I know of gold ? 
Anna. [softly.] I can only pity you. Go, and, : 
if you can, be happy. ! 
[ Goes towards the door—thunder. 
Debor. [sombrely.] Alas! ill deeds carry with | 
them their own punishment! I deserted them in 
the darkness of night, and in the darkness of the 
night am I now left desolate. No! 


Enter JOSEPH, from the house. 


Jos. [c.] You here! 

Debor. (rushing towards him.| The sun is new 
risen, and night, sin and sorrow are passed away. 
What care I for others’ thoughts of me, so long as 
I am known to you? | 

Jos. [shrinking from her.] Yes, known to me— 
too well. saa 

Debor. Joseph ! ! 

Jos. [bursting into tears.]. Farewell! I forgive ' 
you that you have tilled my soul with wretched- | 
ness—that you have torn me from a pure and in- . 


! begone, I say ‘ 
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Act II, Scene 2.] 


Debor. [pressing her hand to her heart.] Sustain 
me, Heaven. 

Jos. Go! and that you may not have come 
i hither to take your leave for pothing, add this to 
the gold you have already pocketed to-night. 
[Throws a purse at her feet, and hurries to door, 
through which LORENZ and ANNA have just passed. 

Debor. {almost shrieking.) Joseph! Joseph ! 
[She rushes to the door, which 1s dashed in her face.] 
Joseph! 

[She falls senseless—thunder and lightning. 
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Second Acts. 


ACT II. 


ScENE I.—A Room inthe SCHOOLMASTER’S House. 
A table c., a large easy-chair R. Cc. The SCHOOL- 
MASTER discovered dozing in the chair tn a con- 
strained posture. -He is very pale and dishev- 
éled. 


as Ss ea as cine oe a 


Enter OLD MARTHA, L. 


Mar. [speaking as she enters.) Neighbor school- 
master. [Seeing him.] Heaven preserve us. 
Schoolmaster! [Going to him and trying to rouse 
him.) What ails you, neighbor ? 

Schoolm. (waking and staring at her wildly.) 
You are not one of them. 

Mar. Bless us, schoolmaster, what has hap- 
pened? Iam Martha, old Martha! 

Schoolm. [clutching her arm.] 1 know! I know: 
Tell me, are they gone? You've seen no more, 
heard no more of them? 

Mar. Do not clutch me so tightly, good neigh- 
bor! Of whom are you speaking ? 

Schoolm. {rises, comes forward with her, c., at 
the same time lowering his voice and looking round 
suspiciously.| Of—of those accursed Jews that were 
here a week ago—an old blind man amongst them. 
Heed me well, Martha—that old man lied—lied ! 

Mar. What said he, neighbor ? 

Schoolm. [looking at her wildly.| You are a spy! 
Take care! take care! I'll not be driven mad by 
prowling spies and lying blind men ; 

Mar. Schoolmaster, let me fetch a doctor; you 
are ill. [ Offering to go. 

Schoolm. (seizing her.] No, no: you shall not 
leave my sight! I know—I see it in your face ; 
you want to betray me! 

Mar. Pray do not hurt me, neighbor. I am 
very old. 

Schoolm. Old! he was old—but he lied, I tell 
you he lied. Speak you the truth. How long have 
I lived in this village? Speak the truth. 

Mar. Near fifteen years, good schoolmaster. 

Schoolm. That’s right! Now tell the truth 
| again—swear it! In all that time, in sickness or 
| in health, have I ever been remiss in my duties as 

—_asa Christian? If you speak falsely V’ll put a 
| curse upon you! Beware! | 
| Mar. (terrified.| Indeed—indeed no one has 
| ever been more strict in his religious duties ' 
Schoolm. [glaring 
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tian : 
Mar. As a good Christian! I meant nothing 


else. 
Schoolm. Swear it! 
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DEBORAH. 


A week supposed to elapse between the First and bo 


at her wildly.) Ha! you are | 
playing with words! As a Christian ! as a Chris-;| head! Oh, how my heart grows lighter! Parents, 
ian! 


7 


Mar. You terrify me, neighbor. What other 
meaning could my words have ? 

Schoolm. Swear you meant that I had done my 
duties as a Christian ! 

Mar. I swear it! I meant nothing else. 

Schoolm. Take care you do not wander from 
that point, or change a word if others question 
you; for this lying old man bas made me des- 
perate. I’ll not have my fifteen long years’ work 
destroyed by a lying word! My life blasted! Vl 
not be driven forth an outcast ! 

Mar. Heaven forbid! But calm yourself, neigh- 


r. 

Schoolm. I cannot! I cannot! I shall never be 
calm unti] I know that they are gone—till he is 
gone—or dead, or dead! 

Mar. Let me send our pastor to you. 

Schoolm. No, no! he’s dangerous! he’d bring 
them back, and that would drive me nad, or dye 
my hands in blood! 

Mar. For Heaven’s love, schoolmaster, do not 
say such dreadful things. 

Schoolm. Martha! you do not know what fear 
—what fear of a word, will drive innocent men to 
do! {Walking to and fro in half delirious exctte- 
ment. 

. Mar. {c.] You terrify me! 

Schoolm. [L. c.] If that old man’s word, that 
now stuns me like the pealing of a great bell, were 
to fall on your ears! 

Mar. [shrinking from him.] Neighbor ! 

Schoolm. (wildly.| Ha! what have I said? 
ete Nothing ! indeed you have told me noth- 
ing! 
Schoolm. Why do you shrink from me, then? 
why do you glare at me with horror, as if I were 
one of that accursed race? No, no! not that! 
Martha! you see that I am ill—my mind distem- 
pered—you must not heed my words or looks; 
and you must not speak of what you have seen 
and heard. [Staggers to chair. 

Mar. I promise you I will not. 

Schoolm. [sinking back into his chair and burst- 
ing into tears.) Pray for me, Martha! If I have 
at any time done evil, see how I repent with tears 
of agony! Pray for me! 

Mar. [kneeling by his chair, and taking his hand 
soothingly.) Heaven bless us all! I pray for you, 
neighbor! I pray for you! [ Scene closes in. 


ScenE IL—A Room in the Pastor’s Mouse. 
Large open door tL. 


Enter ANxA, x. in bridal dress, a wreath in her 
and. 


Anna. [c.| I know not why I am anxious and 
heavy-hearted. Oh, have I done wrong? Have 
I not aclaim to him, founded on the inexpressible 
love I feel for him? [Surveying herself.| How 
gaily they have dressed me! Beloved flowers— 
gathered from the grave of my parents—[kissing 


the flowers in her bosom] come with me to the . 


altar, as if you were the spirits of the dear de- 
parted watching over me. [Putting on her wreath. | 
Be you my father’s hand Jaying a blessing on my 
I thank you! 
Enter JOSEPH, also in bridal attire, L. D. 
Jos. My gentle wife! 
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Amna. {holding out both hands to him.| My 
husband ! 

Jos. Oh, Anna! have you, with all your heart, 
forgiven me? 

Anna. Forgiven you, Joseph? 

Jos. Forgiven me for ever having loved— 

Anna. Hush! Speak no more of that. I prayed 
then that you might be happy ! 

Jos. And I am happy, Anna—happy through 
you! It was your hand delivered me. Ah, let 
me kiss and hold it to my heart forever ! 

Anna. [smiling.) You'll think no more of cross- 
ing the seas? 

Jos. [with passionate expression.| On my knees 
I beg forgiveness of this kind land that gave me 
birth, for ever having thought of deserting it! 
No, 00; my heart shall never again know one de- 
sire that would tempt it beyond the shadow of the 
old lime trees that grow about your home! You 
are henceforth my world, Anna! 

Anna. It shall be a bright world to you, Joseph, 
if boundless love can make it bright ! 

Jos. And should the recollection of the past 
ever return— 

Anna. It shall bring no darkness with it! Only 
believe ee no one ever loved you so fondly and 


truly as [Sounds of violins playing a simple 
march soithows ] Let us goin, dear. Here come 
the neighbors. [Exeunt R. 


Enter OLD MARTHA, L. D., holding a rosary in 
her hand; Ross, PETER, four FIDDLERS, and 
a crowd of PEASANTS, male and female, who 
group themselves about, the FIDDLERS keeping 
near the door. All wear bouquets. 


Mar. [c. to RosE and PETER.] Bridesmaid, of 


course. Nothing less for Old Martha. Ha, ha! 
[ Coughs. 
Peter. [L. c.] And you’ve brought the happy 
pair a rosary, as you always do at a wedding, 
Martha. 
Mar. Yes, yes. It gives good luck. There’s 
not been a wedding pair in this village for fifty 


years past, that hasn’t had one of Old Martha’s 


. rosaries to carry to the altar with them, and bring 
them good luck ever afterwards. 


Peter. [fondly.] Rose ! 

Rose. [coyly.] Yes, Peter. 

Peter. | was only going to say— 

Rose. Yes, Peter. 

Peter. It’s of no consequence just now. 

Mar. Ha, ha! [Coughs.) Old Martha knows. 
Well, well, when your turn comes, you shall have 
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DEBORAH. | [Act Soene3, 


'¢ 
if 


by me in the day of my joy, and I will stand by | 


foot it with me to-day, Martha, as you did on my | 

wedding day? The rosary you gave me was r 

buried with my wife, and if this one which you , 

are going to give my children only finds them as '¢ 

happy! There, there! I know your rosaries r 

always bring good luck. I'll not let a cloudy :s i$ 

thought come into my head to-day ; I’m so happy, : 

I would rather dance than walk, rather sing : 

than talk! 

Mar. [R. c.] When the sun’s too hot in the ? 
morning, it’s like to rain in the evening. Better : 
say a paternoster ! 

Enter the PAstTor in his robes, leading ANNA ty: 
the hand, B.; JOSEPH follows; all take off their ' : 
hats; movement of admiration and congratula- , 
tion. 

Pas. {c.) Here I part with you as your uncle, 
dear niece. I shall await you at the altar to pro- ' 
nounce the blessing I am permitted to convey : $ 
from above. Farewell! Fees her.| You are ys 
not about to enter the dwelling of strangers. The 
man to whose bosom I confide youis the friend of »¢ * 
your childhood, to whom you have brought back % ‘ 
peace of heart and tranquillity of life. Be always .; $ 
good and religious, and—if it is Heaven’s will— * 
you will be happy! [ANNA kisses his hand; as he: , 
goes out the PEASANTS shake hands with him. , 
Exit L. D3 &@ small peal of church belis heard | , 
without. 

Lor. Come, children, come, friends, to chureh! - 
[The four FIDDLERS place themselves at the door; 
LORENZ takes his place next to them, followed by : ‘ 
‘JOSEPH and ANNA, ROSE, PETER, and the head '¢ 
bringing up the rear. 

Mar. {c.] Stay all, one moment, till Old Martha '! 
has given the bridegroom and bride her present! : 
(Cioran the rosary about the joined hands 0 , 

OSEPH and ANNA.] Take care of it—it will '¢ 
bring you luck! Do not let it fall during’ the ‘ 
wedding ceremony! Do not lose it—and do not |$ 
break it! It preserves matrimonial felicity, and |¢ 

it guards the souls of the children and _ the 8 

children’s children. Love one another ! andsome- 
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times say a paternoster for poor Old Martha! + | 


Now, to church ! 
Lor. To church! 
Peter. Rose! 

to you— 


Music, strike up ! 
I’ve made up my mind to say 


Rose. Leageriy.} Yes, Peter. 3 
Peter. Never mind now. ['l tell you presently! . , 
[The FIDDLERS strike up @ wedding march; the i$ \ 


a rosary for good luck, never fear. And my rosa-| procession moves out at the door; a volley of guns, 


ries do bring luck ! 
strung upon is spun by an unstained virgin; 
there’s no witchcraft employed in making them, 
but they are put together while three paternos- 
[Moves to k. 
Peter. Rose! 

Rose. [carelessly.] Yes, Peter. 

Peter. What I was going to say was— 

Rose. [brightening.] Yes, Peter. 


Peter. That—if you’ve no objection to make— | us! 


Rose. No, Peter. 

Peter. Here’s the burgomaster ! 

Omnes. The burgomaster! the bridegroom’s 
father! 


Enter LORENZ, in holiday dress, L. D. 
Lor. [c.] Good day, friends all! You stand 


The thread the beads are fired; shouts; the sounds die away. 
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Mar. [c.] A good wedding! as good a one's 
ever I saw! It would have done our school- r 
master good to have seen it, could he have , 
dragged his poor sick limbs to church! He's ie 
strangely stricken down, our schoolmaster! ;¢ 
Heaven shield us! but I fear witchcraft! I'll go. : 
cheer him with the news when I’ve been to the 3 ¢ 
church. Heaven send we've no witchcraft amongst ¢ 
[Hobbles out, L. D. : 
SCENE III.—A Church-yard; the side of the church ! , 

R.; the windows lit from within; a small door '+ 

half covered by foilage; lime trees on either side; + 

a broken column, L., overshadowed by a willow; ; 

at back the boundary wall; mountain landscape : 

beyond. Sunset. 
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Act I, Scene 3.] 


A crowd of PEASANTS, GIPSIES, eétc., discovered, 
some lying on the ground, others looking off R. 
The GIPSIES execute a characteristic dance to 
the music of the zittern and tambourine; several 
old MEN, WOMEN and CHILDREN going round 
to collect money; suddenly those. looking off R. 
call out ‘‘ The pastor! the pastor !”—the dance 
is stopped—the PASTOR enters R., the crowd tak- 
ing off their hats; he gives them his benediction, 
and passes into church through the side door; 
guns fired off R., shouts—PEASANTS cry ‘* Here 
they come! the bride and bridegroom !” .and all 
press forward to get a sight of the advancing 
wedding-party. Enter the four FIDDLERS, play- 

Ing, R., followed by LORENZ, JOSEPH and ANNA, 
PETER and ROSE, etc., etc.—the crowd shout— 
LORENZ throws some money to the GIPSIES, 
who scramble for it, shouting and laughing—he 
then, with JOSEPH, ANNA, and others, enters 

' the church. 


Peter. [lingering with Rose.] I’ve been think- 
ing as We came along, Rose— 

Rose. [brightly.| Lor, Peter, what? 

Peter. Why, that as we are going to church to 
see a couple married, we might as well—as well— 

Rose. We might as well—take the opportunity— 

Peter. That’s just what I’ve been thinking— 
might as well take the opportunity to—to—see 
whether they seem to like it. 

Rose. (nettled.] I think we’d better go into the 
church before all the best places for seeing are 
taken, then. 

. Peter. [still lingering.) There was something 
else I thought of. 3 wey 

Rose. (softening.] Yes, Peter. 

‘Peter. No, I’d better not stop to tell you now, 
or we shall be too late. [Hurries with her into 
the church. OLD MARTHA hobbles from R., and 
enters the church, followed by the rest of the crowd. 
During the action of the scene daylight has faded 
into twilight, the lights in the church windows have 
become proportionately brighter. 


Enter DEBORAH from behind the broken column, 
pale, worn and disheveled. | 


Debor. [coming forward to c.] What do I'seek ? 
I know not—I know not! The arrow whistles 
through the air—but at what ’tis leveled I know 
not. Imust remain. Seven days have passed— 
the time we mourn for our dead. By the bier’s 
head we set a lamp, and at the dead one’s foot we 
crouch and weep. [Seats herself slowly, L.] Seven 
days and seven nights have I wept here my dead 
love. [With passionate grief:] Heaven—great 
Heaven! hast Thou not made me, even as Thou 
hast made my fellow creatures? Hast Thou not 
created love, like the air and light, to be for all 
thy children’s good alike? Thou took’st from me 
father and mother—Thou left’st me alone and un- 
friended in thy great world, with love for my sole 
possession. Oh, why hast Thou made thine own 
gift a torment? Even as I now blindly question, 
I questioned on the night when first I saw him! 
I cried, ‘“‘ Ah! wherefore was I created ?”—and 
on mine eyes his form arose, a shape of light, be- 
fore which my heart bowed in thankfulness to 
thee that Thou hadst made me. [ With.increasing 
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live—[rises] the waves have not engulfed me. 
I live—but, [passing her hand over her forehead] 
broken! broken! Let me be calm. When I saw 
him yesterday—no, not yesterday—no, a week 
ago—a week! how passionate were his words. 
“Let us flee together,” lie cried ; and I deserted 
all who belonged to me—abandoned in the storm 
the mother, the helpless infant, and the blind old 
man, to follow him! I fled from all, to throw my- 
self into his arms, and have no other tie on earth 
but him; and he—he took back his heart, and 
offered me money in its stead. And my heart 
still beats—I live still. [With a faltering voice.] 
A fair girl led him away, with smiles upon her 
lips! he loves her! he loves her, and the poor 
Jewess may go forth, with money to pay for her 
soul’s wreck. [Darkly.] Not so! not so! I will 
see him, and claim the reckoning for promises 
made in Heaven’s name. I will see him—the 
perfidious— [Bursting into tears.] Oh, my heart! 
dost thou love still the foot that tramples thee ? 
[Covers her face with her hands, and weeps pas- 
sionately—organ in church peals—she listens, then 
continues more calmly.| Perhaps I have been the 
victim of some error, into which he may have 
been led designedly. His mind may have been 
filled with cruel prejudice. In truth, his looks 
and voice bespoke more of sorrow than of anger. 
Why did I not question him? Proud lips, why 
did you not beg to know the cause of his aver- 


sion? Still he may love me, and, even now, his | 


heart, like mine, be weighed down with grief and 
vain regret. [The organ again peals.| My soul is 
calmed by the holy mystery of those sounds. [The 
organ ceases—she goes to church window, and 
listens.| There are voices speaking in the church, 
as if a marriage were being solemnized. Two 
hearts, long suffering from the anger of men, 
perhaps, are being bound with the blessing of the 
priest. I bless them, too. Let me look upon 
them—the happy ones. [Going to the door R., and 
gently opening it.| I am alone—no one can see 
me. [Cautiously looking in, then suddenly rushing 
to the front, uttering a low, wild cry.] Where am 
I? doI dream? "Tis he! ’tis he! [Raising her 
hands towards heaven, vehemently.| Just Heaven ! 
I call back my benediction! Let no blessing rest 
on such a perjurer’s head! A knife of vengeance! 
blood! blood! [Rushes wildly towards the church 
door, but stops suddenly.| No, no! ‘‘ Thou shalt 
not judge !”—’tis the written law! [Crosses over 
to the broken column, L.] I judge him not. Deal 
with this Christian, Heaven. [Raising her hand, 
and resting against the column with the other.] I 
accuse, but judge not. 


Enter JOSEPH, from the church doors, R.; he carries 
OLD MarTHA’s rosary in his hand. 


Jos. [C.}] One moment alone, or I shall faint. 
The sight of so many smiling faces about me is 
insupportable! The good priest’s words. sound 
like grim mockery; while through one of the win- 
dows of the church I seemed to see an angry face 
looking down on me, and a cry seemed to ring in 
my ears. 

Debor. [moving towards him.) Seemed ! 

Jos. [shrinking back, astounded.| Deborah ! 


i 7 Jervor.| Tossed, beaten on the rocks of a stormy} Debor. [c.] ItisI! 

“. -$, ocean, I touched the shore for one moment—one Jos. [R. C., tremblingly.| What would you? 
a. | blissful moment, and the ruthless waters snatched| Debor. ( passionately.| What would I? 

S $| me back into the furious breakers. No! I still} Jos. Oh, Deborah! { 
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{Act IT, Seenc 1, 


Debor. [indignantly]. Silence! thrice perjur- suffer insult, as we suffer it. Accursed be the 
' ed! Can it be possible that you are he whom I! ground you cultivate; may it be sterile; or may | 
loved? You!—are those blanched features the it bear, and may its promises be as false as yours | 
same that I once gazed on, from their refulgence jhave been. If you have children, may they pine 
drinking great draughts of love? No, no, no!) before your eyes like the babe of the Jewish | 
In these features there is no light, no beauty !; woman whom I deserted for you. In all things be 


they are vile, distorted—void of Heaven’sim 

_ You are a clod of earth, a base clod, disgracing 

| the divine form in which you were fashioned. 
Debor. [weeping with anger.] Wretch! Infam- 


| Jos. Deborah, you have no right to use such 
ous Christian! Could the Jewess claim of you no 


bd 
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words tome. Remember who first betrayed— 

| 

| 

: moment’s doubt? Was she not even worthy of 


Jos. The money my father sent to you, and 
which you accepted. 

Debor. Money sent to me—for what purpose ? 

Jos. To induce you to depart. 
_ Debor. [slowly and with a bitter solemnity.] 
Your father sent me money to induce me to depart! 
You knew this, and suffered it to be done. 

Jos. I would have pledged my soul that you 
would have refused. 

Debor. You permitted this thin 


g to be done? 
Jos. I was obliged 


Debor. Betrayed ? 
Jos. Remember the money ! 
Debor. Money ? 
being questioned? [ With achoking voice.] This is 
your pure religion! [Throwing herself upon her 
knees.| God of my fathers, forgive me my trans- 
gression! I had forsaken Thee to worship an idol 
oflove. [Rising.] A hollowimage made of basest 
earth! Earthly love is fleeting, faithless and sin- 
| ful! but vengeance is eternal—infinite. 
| Gazing upwards with a rapt expression. 
| Jos. Rave on! such wild words shake the last 
, link of your fetters from my heart. Yet Heaven 
' 1s my witness; if I have done wrong, I would re- 
| pair my fault. 
| Debor. [fiercely and contemptuously.] With 
' money? Do you not know the written law of 
the forefathers of my race? “ An eye for an eye.” 
For me the law says—a heart for a heart! 
Jos. Beware! beware! I may have wronged 
' you, but unknowingly. Beware you wrong me 
not with wild excess of self-abiding hatred. 
Debor. Excess of hatred! Excess! oe pro- 
phetic fervor.| Thou shalt not bear false witness 
—and thou hast! Thou shalt not break thine 
oath—and thou hast! Thou shalt not steal—and 
thou hast stolen my heart! Thou shalt do no 
murder—and thou hast killed my virgin love! It 
is the law of our life to hate things hateful; say, 
within phe limits shall my hatred of you avoid 
excess ? 


Jos. [imploringly.] Deborah ! 

Debor. (with increased vehemence.] I suffered 
your words to be as a spell upon my soul. I 
turned my back upon the whole world to follow 
you. Mark! The blind old man, whose few steps 

| towards the grave were lessened in number by 
your falsehood—the feeble mother, who by your 
lying words was left untended—the unsheltered 
infant, who, through your faithlessness, was left to 

| languish—may each waylay your steps by day, 
and hover about your pillow by night. Like my 
cee may you be a wanderer upon the face of the 
eart 


| 
l 
| 
| Jos. Have mercy, Deborah. . 


press!j you accursed. And as to Ebal Israel thrice cried, 


Debor. [taking no heed of the appeal.) May you | vulsively.] Jews! 
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so I cry thrice—Amen! Amen! Amen! [She 
raises her arms prophetically—JOSEPH, who has 
appeared crushed by this terrible malediction, 
makes an appealing gesture, but shrinks back in 
terror]. I have done. [Dropping her arms.] 
Awhile, I shall wander a beggar; but in a few 
years I shall return to reap the harvest of sorrow 
Ihave sown! [Snatching the rosary from Jo- 
SEPH]. This necklace shall serve to keep the 
reckoning of my hatred till my return! Live! 
and await my coming! 
[Turns from him and goes out slowly, u. 
Jos. {calling after her.) Deborah! Deborah! 
[He staggers afew paces towards her, then falls 
senseless. 
Einter ANNA, LORENZ, the PASTOR, etc., from the 
church door, R. ANNA screams and rushes to 
JOSEPH, kneels, and raises his head. Picture. 


Five years supposed to elapse between the Second 
and Third Acts. 


AQT IIL 


SCENE I.—A Room in the SCHOOLMASTER’S House. 
Same as Scene I, Act II. A table and easy- 
chair c., another chair i. c. The ScHOOLMAS- 
TER discovered seated at table, reading. He ap- 
pears haggard, and ten or twelve years older than 
in the preceding Act. 
Schoolm. [pushing the book from him and pass- 

ing his hand over hts eyes tremulously.] I cannot 

fix my attention even for a few minutes! Noth- 
ing can turn my mind from that one haunting, 
terrible idea. Four times the day has come and 
gone, and the Jew that knows my secret has not 
come back to yell the deadly word “ Apostate” in 
my neighbors’ ears! But the fifth anniversary 
approaches, and my soul trembles within me! A 
thousand times my fears whisper wildly in my 
ears, “Fly! fly! or you are lost!” A stranger's 
face in the broad sunlight strikes me as with palsy; 
and over my pillow in the dark night, rolls, like 
far-off thunder coming nearer, nearer, the echo ot 
that old man’s voice crying, “ Apostate!” I dare 
not even pray for mercy, for the fiend of prejudice 
that waits near, ready to tear me limb from limb, 

has been nurtured by myself! But what shall I 

do? WhatcanIdo? Is madness my only hop 

or suicide my only security against discovery 

[Starting wildly from his seat.] Who's there f 

Enter OLD MARTHA, witch-like with age, -L. - 
Mar. "Tis I, neighbor. 
Schoolm. Good-day, Martha. Be seated. 

Mar. (darkly, seating herself.) Have you been 
abroad to-day, schoolmaster ? | 

Schoolm. No. Why do you ask? : 

Mar. Has any one told you the news ? 

Schoolm. The news ? 

Mar. Do you remember that five years ago a 
party of Jews— 
Schoolm. {clutching the arms of his chair con- 
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Mar. Don’t you remember a woman of that ac- 
cursed race that wound her toils about young 
Joseph, our burgomaster’s son! 

Schoolm. I—1 do recall. 


| Deboral ! 
Mar. In the next valley there is at this moment 
a Jewish encampment— 
Schoolm. Ha! [Trembling violently. 
Mar. Neighbor, you may well tremble. 
Schoolm. Tremble, Martha ? 


lig at stake—and this woman holds my fate at a 


word of hers! [Rising listlessly and pacing up 
land down.] For fifteen years of worldly comfort 


But what—what of I have paid a fearful price—five years of torture! 
' this woman? ([Aside.] She was of the party—| Apostate ! Oh, could I buy back the past, or 


drown the echo of that dreadful word henceforth 
and forever! But let me think, nor waste what 
‘strength I have in fighting with shadows. Yes; 5 
will go to their encampment, and if I find her there, 
question her, and by her answers guess how much 
it is likely she may know concerning me. If she 


Mar. Yes, as I do, with indignation at this open| knows me!—then! I dare not think what then! 


profanation of our Jand. 

Schoolm. [wiping his brow.] Yes, yes. 
these execrable pests been seen by any of our 
neighbors ? 


Mar. By several who have crossed the hills since| gqgne I1.—The Border 


last night. 

Schoolm. Are they a small band ? 

Mar. So they tell me. But large or small— 

Schoolm. Was there seen amongst them—a— 
blind man ? 

Mar. I do not know; but this I saw with my 
own eyes, as I passed the church-yard wall this 
morning, after matins: I saw a woman prowling 
amongst the graves. 

Schoolm. And that woman was— 

Mar. The Jewess, Deborah! I would have gone 
back to the pastor or to the burgomaster, but I put 
no trust in them when Jews are concerned; and 
therefore I come to you, schoolmaster, who I iknow 
abhor the race as all good Christians must. 

Schoolm. [rising and moving to c.] Yes, yes, you 
have done well, Martha. [Aside.] My soul is 
leaving me! The dreaded anger stalks towards 
Ine, and I can neither fly nor dare it! 

[Pacing to and fro. 

Mar. They must be driven from our district, 
even with fire and sword, if need be—these pestif- 
erous Jews ! 

Schoolm. They must—they shall, Martha ! 

Mar. And since our priest and magistrate are 
wanting in sense of Christian duty, we must act 
for ourselves. 

Schoolm. We'll have no Jews near us. 

Mar. To poison our wells, and kidnap our in- 
fants for sacrifice in their unholy rites. 

Schoolm. Go you, patna: and gather together 
the neighbors. 

Mar. Pll go at once. I knew you'd counsel that. 
You are an undefiled Christian, schoolmaster ; but 
corruption is spreading here atnongst us, when 
our priests and magistrates permit themselves to 
tolerate the presence of these Jewish abomina- 
tions, even for an hour! 

Schoolm. Go, Martha—we'll clear the district. 

Mar. With fire and sword, if they resist ! 

Schoolm. Yes, yes. Go, Martha, while I cross 
the hill to find out be aad ag they have dared 
to pitch their camp. Go, g 

Mar. My old limbs fol Site again! We'll 
scourge these unclean vagabonds, and make them 
remember the day they dared to come into this 
Christian district. We will. [Exit L. 

Schoolm. [sinking back into his chair.] The 
woman, Deborah, whose hatred I may have won 
by thwarting her five years ago !—to whom the 
old man, Abraham, may have told my secret! My 
terrors have but forerun my danger. Ob, there 
must be an end to this increasing torment! My 
soul revolts from violence ; but my safety—my life, 


Have | other’s ear. 


But she must not speak that dreadful word in any 
She must not! she must not! 
[He hurries out R., in trembling excitement. 


of a Pine Forest, on the 
River Mur. Evening. A Party of JEWISH 
EMIGRANTS (men, old and young, women and 
children) discovered encamped; packages, bun- 
dles, etc., scattered about the scene. The party 
are breaking up their encampment, and, while 
getting their things together, sing the following : 
CHORUS. 


Fare thee well! Oh, fare thee well! 
We hush the sigh, we quench the tear; 
Dear fatherland, we part from thee, 
But still in memory thou’lt be near; 
For though between us and our homo — 
There stretch a dark and stormy main, 
Howe’er so far our footsteps roam, 
In thought we're back with thee again ! 
Fare thee well! Oh, fare thee well! 

Enter DEBORAH, L., enveloped in a dark cloak. 
She walks with tottering steps, worn and pale, 
but as if sustained by her determined will. 
has the rosary wound about her right arm, 
and is followed by REUBEN—a traveler's wallet 


slung at his back, and staff in his hand. 


Reuben. [calling as he enters.| Deborah! stay! 

Debor. [c.] Why do you follow my steps? 

Reub. [L. c.] Why are you seeking to leave 
our party, Deborah? The ship that is to take us 
from this land, where we are outcasts, awaits us. 
Are you not going with us? 

Debor. The future is not in my hands. I have 
something to do before I quit this Christian land 
—favored by Heaven with all bounties of pros- 
perity, but banned with heart-corrosion of un- 
charitableness! 

Reub. I know your special wrongs, Deborah. 

Debor. Stay with our people, Reuben. 

Reub. But come with us—leave the place, and 
in a far-off land forget— 

Debor. Forget! Leave me, good Reuben! Five 
years have passed since last I set foot upon 
this spot of Christian ground. I have counted the 
months upon this vile necklace. [Holding up the 
rosary.] Each bead is the record of a curse! I'll 
not Aepart till I have stood before him, eye to eye, 
and seen him cowering in the dust, stricken by 
the lightnings of my just wrath! I will look upon 
him writhing under the scorching sting of a de- 
mon-haunted conscience! I will look upon the 
ruins of his faithless house, shattered by the 
thunders of my malediction! Like the avenging 


angel will I once more stand before him, and : 


shout in his ears a word that shall thrill upon his 
soul like the dread note of the last trumpet— 
‘Deborah !” And then—then I will pass on my 
way ! 

Beub. Oh, give up this dreadful purpose, Deb- 


She 
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orah, and come with your people to a new 
world, where you may find peace—and even a 
' new love! 
Debor. Go, go! You understand me not—leave 
me! 
Reub. But you will overtake us on the road ? 
Debor. Guide those who are with you to the 
sea-shore ; leave me to my destiny. 
Reub. On the sea-shore you will join us ? 
Debor. If I live. Farewell! [She waves him 
off, and totters slowly out, R. REUBEN watches 
_ her sadly, then exits L. , followed by the rest of the 
_ EMIGRANTs. 


SCENE III.—A Wood-path—evening. 
Enter RosSE and PETER, L. 


Peter. Rose! 

Rose. Yes, Peter! 

Peter. I’ve had something to say to you for a 
_ long time past, Rose. 

Rose. Have you, Peter? | 

Peter. Yes; I’ve been going to say it for 
' years ! 

_ Rose. How strange ! I never supposed you had 
anything you wanted to say to me, Peter ! 

Peter. Rose! 

Rose. Yes, Peter! 

Peter. Did you ever remark what a many peo- 
ple there are who get married, Rose ? 

Rose. No, Peter! but now you mention it— 

. Peter. Oh, it’s a fact, I assure you, Rose! 

Rose. Lor! how strange I never noticed it! . 

Peter. Rose! 

Rose. Yes, Peter! 

Peter. What I was going to say was—was— 

Rose. Yes, Peter! 

Peter. Was that—I suppose there must be some 
2 ia why everybody seems to like to get mar- 
rie 

Rose. It would seem strange otherwise— 
wouldn’t it, Peter? 

‘ Phe I've often and often thought I should 
ike— 

Rose. [demurely.| Yes, Peter! 

Peter. To—to—ask you—what you think is the 
reason why everybody gets married ? 

Rose. ’'m—I’m sure I don’t know, Peter! 

Peter. Ah, well, then, it’s of no consequence. 
Only I thought I'd just ask you the question. 

Rose. You’ve nothing else to ask me, Peter? 

Peter. Well—no; I think ee just at present. 

Rose. Peter! 

Peter. Yes, Rose ! | 

Rose. I want to ask your advice, Peter. You 
know my cousin Fritz—the tall gamekeeper? He 
comes to church every Sunday, and stays in the 
village always for an hour or two— 

Peter. Yes; I know him; and I know that the 
girls all hang about him like bees about a flower 
bed. But for my part, I think that a fellow who 
stands six feet six in his stocking— 

ita Oh! but he’s good-looking, as well as 
ta 

Peter. Then I am glad to say I don’t see him 
with other people’s eyes! and ifthe girls like 
scaffold-poles, in my opinion they ‘deserve no 
pity if they break their necks in climbing up to 
kiss them. 

Rose. Lor, Peter! how can you say such dread- 
ful things ? 


(Act TIT, Scene 4. 
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Peter. Because your cousin Fritz is—because I 
hate tall men! 

Rose. Well, Peter, it’s fortunate we are not all 
of the same way of thinking. WhatI wanted to 
consult you about was this, Peter: Cousin Fritz— | 

Peter. Look here, Rose; I don’t want to hear 
anything about your cousin Fritz—he’s not aman 
T like. 


Rose. But he’s very fond of me, Peter; he told 
me so on Sunday last. 

Peter. Fond of you, Rose? 

Rose. Yes, Peter. . 

Peter.. No matter; goon. | 

Rose.. Well, he asked me, as we were coming 
through this very wood— 

Peter. Rose, what did that scaffold-pole of a 
fellow dare to ask you? 

Rose. I hardly like to tell you, Peter. 

Peter. Rose, look here— 

_ Rose. Yes, Peter. 

Peter. It doesn’t signify—go on. 

Rose. Well, Peter, he said as you. didn’t seem 
inclined to—to settle, he thought I’d better— 

Peter. Rose, I don’t know what it was he told 
you you'd “better ;” but the first time I see him 
speaking again to you I'll punch his head, if I 
have to do it out of a second-floor window ! 

Rose. Lor, Peter! he only said that if it wasn't 
convenient for you to marry me, I’d better marry ; 
him, and have doue with it. 

Peter. And have done with it! Look here, ; ; 
Rose, there’s something ve long been going to |: 
say to you. Re 

Rose. Yes, Peter. | 

Peter. And that is— 

Rose. Yes, Peter. 

Peter. If you wouldn't mind going with me at 
once to the pastor—it’s a little out of the way. 

Rose. I’m not at all tired, Peter. 

Peter. Very well. In the mean time, look ane 
Rose. After we are married— 

Rose. Ma—married, Peter! 

Peter. Mark my words, Rose. That tall cousin | 
of yours is never to come into my house! 

_ Rose. When we are ma-married, Peter. 

Peter. Tl have no scaffold-poles driving their 
heads through my ceilings ! remember that. And ! 
now I’ve said it. 

Rose. Yes, dear Peter. 
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‘eunt R. 


ScENE IV.—The Farm-yard, same as Scene Five, 
Act I; a well with a bucketand horn drinking- 
cup, L. 3:E.; two rustic.stools near house door, 
R.; fiery sunset, striking upon the waters of the 
stream and upon the hill-side. 


Enter LORENZ and the Pastor from the house, 8. 


Pas. [crossing to L. C. a I know that J oseph’s 
heart is in the good work, so that Ihave no doubt 
all that can be done will be done. 

Lor. {c.] Depend upon that, pastor. My boy's 
last words as he rode away from the gate yonder 
were: If I can’t get what I want from the under- |; 
lings, father, Pll find my way. into the presence of F 
the Emperor himself. And he1l do it! 

Pas. Heaven prosper him! For, neighbor, I, 
a Christian minister, feel weary and heart-f en 
at the barbarous antipathy of my flock against i 
the Jews, our fellow-creatures, whatever their ' 
creed. Fanaticism and the teachings of our true ' 
religion can never go together ; fire and’ water ; 
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Act ID, Scene 4.) 


those Heaven has placed in our charge, I pray 
that Joseph may return empowered by the Im- 
' perial Government to give the rights of shelter 
| and protection to these poor wayfarers on the road 
of life, and purge my misguided flock from the sin 
of treating their fellow-men like soulless beasts or 
reptiles of the earth ! 

Lor. With Heaven’s help this shame shall 
gradually be wiped of! But we must move cau- 
tiously, pastor. Sudden changes— | 

Pas. Will merely set up one evil in displacing 
another. But before we form any plans, we must 
have Joseph’s report. Should he return this 
evening yow'll let me know how he has fared ? 

Lor. Pll send over for you at once, pastor. 

Pas. Good-by, then, in the hope of seeing you 
again before the day is done. [Evit L. 

Lor. [{c.] It will be a noble work for my boy to 
have done, if he succeeds. When I think of what 
took place five years ago, and of what might hap- 

n at any hour, while the barbarous laws of a 

ygone time remain in force, I blush to be bound 
by my magisterial oath! I know, too, that my 
boy looks upon what he is doing as a sort of ex- 
| piation. [ANNA, leading her CHILD, appears on 
i the hill-side path, and descends by the open gate at 
| back.) Ha! my Anna, and my little empress. 
[Holding open his arms to the CHILD, who runs 

| into them; he lifts her and kisses her fondly. 

Child. See, grandfather! I’ve picked you a bas- 
ket of strawberries. 

Lor. All for me ? 

Child. Yes ; you must eat them, every one. 

Lor. Then there’ll very soon be a new election 
for the office of burgomaster. 

Amna. [L. Cc.) No news of Joseph yet, father? 

Lor.: Not yet, my darling; but don’t be un- 
easy. He may have had to travel further than 
we anticipated. 

Anna. I cannot help feeling somewhat uneasy. 
He has been gone nine days. 

Lor. Never doubt, my Anna; he has gone upon 
an errand of charity, and Heaven will watch over 
his safety. 

Anna. Heaven hear my prayers! I will try 
and conquer my uneasiness. Meantime, father, 

Frantz, the locksmith, whom I met on the other 
| 
| 


Jews, old men, women and children, down by 
the River Mur. He thinks they are emigrating to 
America, and areon their way to the sea-coast. 
It would be a charitable act, father, if you would 
load the little cart with a barrel of wine and some 
bread, and take it to these poor people for their 
supper. 

Lor. It would make you feel happier? . 

Anna. It would indeed, father. 

Lor. Vl do it, then, with all my heart, darling. 
[To Cu1LD.] Come along, empress, and feed me 
with strawberries while I load the cart, so that 
no time may be lost in ridding society of a weak- 
stomached old burgomaster. [(Evit, trotting play- 
Sully with. CHILD, into house, R. 

Anna. [c.] Dear Joseph! husband! what can 
detain him so long from his wife and child? Can 
| any misfortune have befallen him? I tremble. 
| Misfortune! yes; I know that it hangs over us, 

, even at the moment when prosperity smiles most 
4 benignly upon us. That poor woman’s curse 
+| haunts us, spectre-like. 


DEBORAH. 


own love, and peace, and justice! yet 


gide of the hill, tells me that he saw a party of 


are not more opposed. Therefore, for the sake of| bling vehemence with which my husband clutches 


me and his child to his heart, to shield us from 
the danger ever visible to his eyes! In Heaven 
alone is our protection ! In Heaven, that can turn 
aside a doom pronounced by mortal lips, even 
though justice has dictated the sentence. Five 
years have passed, and no ill has followed the un- 
happy woman’s curse; she has no more been seen. 
Perhaps— 


Enter DEBORAH, L., her cloal: drawn closely about 
her. 


A poor beggar woman. [feeling in her pocket. 

Detor. [L., aside.) His bouse! and this, no 
doubt, his wife. Be firm, my heart. 

Anna. {going to her pityingly.| Take this, my 
poor woman. 

Debor. Money? Put it out of my sight. I want 
not money ! 

Anna. You want food, perhaps? 

Debor. I want no food. - 

Anna. You are thirsty, then ? 

Debor. [darkly.] Yes; I thirst! I thirst! 

Anna. Poor soul! Drink, then, at the well 
here. Stay! you are feeble! I will fetch you a 
draught of water.[ Goes to the welland draws water. 

Debor. A fair house, with Heaven’s light smiling 
upon it, as if it were a temple for the worship of 


from its door he drove me, a supplicant for bare 
justice ! here, upon this spot, he dashed my heart, 
then set his cruel heel upon it as he turned to 


her! to her! to this woman before my dazed. 


eyes, smiling and happy! Happy? Ha! until 
the fruit is broken upon, who can tell what cank- 
erous worm is eating at the heart ? 

aA ee cup of water.| Drink, poor 
soul, it will refresh you. 

Debor. frotlay.} Leave me! 

Anna. You are ill. [Taking her by the hand.] 
Your hand is burning. Come, let me lead you to 
a seat. [Leads her to a bench running along the 
side of the house, R. 

Debor. Are you alone in the house ? 

Anna. Yes; my father has gone to assist some 
poor emigrant Jews. 

Debor. Where is he ? 


Anna. I do not know whom you mean! 


Debor. Hel 

Anna. My husband? [Sighing.] He is from. 
home. 

Debor. [rising, with fierce joy.] From home! 


He has left you! There’s justice upon earth, after 
all! [Afoves to c., followed by ANNA.] Have you 
children? How many ? 

Anna. But one, a little girl. 

Debor. And he has left you both ! 

Anna. Oh, Heaven! good woman, if you know 
anything— 

Debor. I know ee oe but that he 
has left his wife and child! 

Anna. You tremble—you are ill"! 

Debor. Ill! [Triumphantly.] No! my sickness 


passes! .Your words are healing medicine! Tell | 
me how long he bas been away from his wife and | 


child ! | 

Anna. Nine days; but— 

Debor. Nine days! and you know not where he 
is gone ? 


Anna. (surprised, yet soothingly.) I do not un- 


I know it by the trem-| derstand your questions. 


| 


| 
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{Act ITT, Scene 4. 


Debor. Do you not? He has been gone nine| Anna. Heaven bless his reign! 


days, and you have no suspicion—no fear ? 

Anna. What should I fear? I know the busi- 
ness on which he went from home, and Heaven 
will watch over him. 

Debor. You know not that! What if his horse 
were frightened by the lightning’s flash, and 
threw him to the earth? What if the bridge he’s 
crossing sinks beneath him? What if an unseen 
hand should strike him dead in the depths of the 
forest ? 

Anna. Cease, woman! how dare you say such 
things to terrify me? Leave this place, I com- 
mand you! 

Debor. [aside.] My courage rises again! she 
drives me forth! [Darkly.] So be it! so be it! 

[Going towards gate at back. 

Anna. [following her.] Stay, stay! I was 
wrong—very wrong, to speak harshly to you. You 
are ill, and I ought to have remembered that. 
Remain here to-night. Sleep will strengthen you, 
and in the morning— Ha! [looking off, joyously, 
L.] ‘tis he! [Rushes off L. DEBORAH hides 
herself behind one of the stacks, L. 


Enter JOSEPH, L., booted and spurred, as if he 
had come off a journey, his arm round ANNA’S 
waist.. 


Jos. (c.] All safe and well, dearest ? 
Anna. Thank Heaven ! 
Jos. And our child ? 
Anna. [running to house door, R.] Here! quick, 
darling! Papa’s come back ! | 


Enter CHILD, from house door. 


Child. Dear papa! [Rushing into his arms. 
Have you brought me back anything pretty ? 

Jos. [kissing her again and again.] Two sad- 
dle-bags full! 

Child. Oh, that is good of you! 
| your saddle-bags ? | 

Jos. Give me ten kisses, and I'll tell you. [The 
CHILD kisses him.|] That last wasn’t half a one! 

[CHILD kisses him again. 

Child. Now tell me. 

Jos. Well, go round to the stable and tell old 
Moritz he’s to undo all the buckles for you, and— 
| [CHILD runs off, R.] Ha, ha, ha! iflove were only 
| always as transparent and honest as a child! Do 
| you love me still—after nine days’ absence ? 

Anna. As I have always loved you—absent or 
near—with all my heart! 

Jos. [embracing her.] 

- Where is my father ? 
[They seat themselves on two rustic stools, c. 

Anna. He has gone into the valley by the Mur, 
to take food to some poor travelers; but tell me 
where you have been! 

Jos. I have been all the way to Vienna; for 
finding that at Gratz their old-fashioned routine 
was interminable, I boldly determined to spur 
right on to the Emperot’s palace. 

Anna. And did you gain admission? 

Jos. Oh, yes! 

' into a church. And when, at his gracious bid- 
| ding, I told the Emperor I had come to ask for 
_ protection for poor persecuted Jews, he laid his 
. hand upon my shoulder and said: ‘‘ Good friend, 
| they are my subjects equally with my Christian 
| children, and whoever befriends my subjects be- 
| friends me. You shall have all the authority you 
| 
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Where are 


Heaven bless you! 


need.” 


—— 


You walk into the palace as|from the house door.) His child! 


Jos. So cried I, as I kissed his imperial hand 
and rode joyously homeward. Oh, my love! if I 
have earned the right to put off from my heart 
the weight that has so long rested on it— 

Anna. Dear husband, look around arid see how 
manifest is Heaven’s care of us! 

Jos. Yes; all that meets the eye is stamped 
with Heaven’s own smile of favor. No thunder- 


bolt has laid my house in ruins! no pestilence has : 


robbed me of my wife! no blight has withered 
the healthy vigor of my child! 

Anna. Joseph, of what are you speaking ? 

Jos. [burying his face in his hands.| Of the 
curse—the malediction called down upon my head 
by Deborah. 

Anna. A thousand lips since then have blessed 
you, and from this day her whole race will pray 
for you. 

Jos. Oh, my pure, beloved wife! it is now not at 
her curse that I tremble,. but her pale, grief-strick- 
en face that so often appears to me, and seems to 
say: ‘‘I have pardoned thee!” Could I but only 
once more see her—could I but kneel before her, 


and pour my tears upon her hands—I might then | 
feel that I had expiated the wrong I had blindly 


done her, and my heart regain its lost peace ! 

Anna. [eagerly.]| Dear husband, hear me! a 
thought, inspired by Heaven, perhaps, has come 
into my head! Amongst the Jewish emigrants, 
whom my father has gone to assist, some tidings 
may be gained of her—of Deborah. Oh. Joseph, 
if you can find her, bring her here into the bosom 
of our family—she shall be my sister ! 

Jos. My Anna! 


Anna. Stay! the poor beggar woman who was — 


here just now may be one of these unfortunates, 
and may be able to tell us something about her we 
seek. . 

Jos. A beggar woman? 

Anna. Yes, she was ill and weary, and I bade 
her rest herself here to-night. No doubt she has 
gone into the house. Let us seek her. Come, 
and Heaven aid us to find the poor lost one. 

{ They both rise. 

Jos. Amen! [Exeunt into house, k. 

Debor. [coming from her hiding-place, t..) 
Eternal Heaven! The icy bands that held my 
heart firm are thawing! My heart! it beats— 
beats with the life of bygone days! [Bursting 
into @ passionate fit of weeping.] o what 
wouldst thou humble me, oh, Heaven! No, no! I 
love no longer as I once loved! The golden book 
is closed—the sacrifice upon the altar is con- 
sumed! In my heart a flame still burns—un- 
quenchable; a sister’s love! No, Anna, no! I 
will not stay to be a constant shadow on the 
bright face of your happiness! My people wait 


for me; their home upon a distant shore shall be - 


my home, so long as Heaven ordains that I shall 
need an earthly shelter.. [Looking around her 
and raising her hands.| Farewell! [CHILD comes 
Oh! fear me 
not, fear me not, dear child ! 

; aes Are you the poor woman papa is looking 
or 


Debor. [c., kneeling and encircling the CHILD | 


tenderly, while she puts back its hair from its face. ] 
His very image! What is your name? 

Child. Deborah. 

Debor. All-seeing Heaven! pity—pity—and for- 


cd 
PHHHHEHHHHHHHH SHIFTS EH OHHH HT HEHE HET HTH HT HHT EH FOHTH SHH SHU OHH HSH EHUHIHEEOHLESHEHEH ES HOHT OTe 


' 


ee ne aad 


OYeerveerrereristes tines 


ad 


SEOSESSSSEE SES SOE DOES SES VOLSEEEHEDSOEEES HOSE SEEEEESESODESOEEHEEESEDSEESESEESEOEEOOEESEOSEESOSOESEEESESEESESEHESHEEEEHOHSHHOOS 


~ ete As 


ca ee ae 


ee ree ee ee ee eee 


<a 


a Fa pein eg a ee 


en 


+ 


FEEFEESHESESIEP SEH SES EEED4E444444 4444664 4444464444464 44-46444-444444444444-64444464444444665446466466664 


ae Oost 


4 


i ee ee 
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give me! 
me, sweet. 

Child. Perhaps you know the other Deborah! 

Debor. What do you know of the other Deb- 
orah, dear child ? 

Child. Papa and mamma often speak of her. 

Debor. Heaven bless them ! 

oo And I say a little prayer for her every 
night. 

Debor. [kissing her with wild and boundless ten- 
derness, and unwinding the rosary from her arm. | 
Dearest, dearest child, take this! _ 

Child. Oh! what a beautiful rosary! Il take 
it to mamma! [Runs into house, k. 

-Debor. Bless you! [Turns away, then turns 
and raises her hands towards the house as tf in- 
voking a blessing.| Bless all beneath this roof! 

She hurries with broken steps through the gate at 
ack, and seeing ANNA enter from the house, 
crouches for a moment behind the railings. 


Enter ANNA, JOSEPH and the CHILD. 


Child. The poor woman gave it me, mamma! 

Anna. tc] Where is she, child ? 

Jos. [taking the rosary from ANNA’S hand and 
ecard at it closely.) Great Heaven, Anna! Deb- 
orah! 

Anna. [looking at the rosary.| Deborah ! 

Debor. {at back.) Yes, Deborah! whose ven- 
geance love has conquered ! Who blesses you, and 
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peace and love! [She once more raises her hands. 
At that moment a murmur of voices coming rapid- 
ly nearer is heard t., and the SCHOOLMASTER ap- 
pears on the path on the hill-side at back. He sees 
DEBORAH, makes a gesticulation of terror, and 
hurries down towards her. DEBORAH comes for- 
ward toc. . 

Schoolm. [wildly.] What—what do you here, 

- Jewess, in this Christian village ? 

Debor. Stand from wy path, and leave me to 

go my way in peace! 
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LORENZ.—A hea 
to the knees, stockings, shoes and conical hat. 


SCHOOLMASTER.—Same as Lorenz, but of a gray color. 
PASTOR.—Same description, all black. 


PETER.—Brown jacket, red vest, brown trunks, gray stockings, 
shoes, and round felt hat. , 

JOSEPH.—First Dress : Brown jacket, red vest,dark blue trunks, 
stockings, shoes and round felt hat. Second Dress: Same de- 
sotiption, but of a lighter color. 


a ea acter aac 


ooo 
¢. 
+. 
?+ 
: 
: 
+ 
¢ 
¢ 
? 
+, 
; 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+. 
? 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
¢ 
> 
+ 
5 
+ 
So 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
+ 
4 
ad 
+ 
¢ 
¢ 
+ 
od 
Ad 
+ 
?* 
a 
Sd 
+ 
+ 
+ 
¢ 
+ 
+ 
¢ 
i 
+ 
+ 
+ 


DEBORAH. 


[She weeps passionately.| Do not fear| Enter a crowd of VILLAGERS, men and women, 


should find here one of the abominable tribe! 


bids you farewell until we meet again where all is! 


COSTUMES. 


skirted brown coat, long waistcoat, trunks ; ABRAHAM.—Old gaberdine, stockings, shoes and hat. 

h REUBEN.—Gaberdiue, stockings, shoes and hat. 
DEBORAH.—First Dress: White bodice, brown skirt, turban, 
ANNA.—First Dress: Black velvet body, with colored trimming, 


MARTHA.—Black body, brown skirt, and bluck velvet cap. 
ROSE.—Same as Anna. 
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L., @% the midst of whom is OLD MARTHA. 
Mar. [u.] See, neighbors, see! I told you we 


[Murmurs.] Seize her, schoolmaster ! 
Debor. Touch me not, apostate ! 

Schoolm. [shrieking.| She lies! she lies! do not 
listen to her lying tongue’ 

Debor. I speak the truth ! 
than, the Jew of Presburg ! 

Schoolm. [wildly.| Silence! [Plunging his hand 
into his breast.) She’s mad! Neighbors, heed not 
her words! She’s mad! 

[Movement of amazement in the crowd. 

Debor. Hypocrite! deserter of his aged father ! 
disgrace of Israel ! | 

Schoolm. [ frantically.) I am lost! Woman, 
die! [He suddenly, scarcely seeming to know what 
he 1s doing, plunges a knife into her bosom, then, 
after looking wildly around for a moment, rushes 
up the hill-path, reaching the top at the moment 
ae and two PEASANTS appear at the brow of 
the hall. 

Jos. [who has rushed forward and caught DEB- 
ORAH 7” his arms.] Seize him! Seize the mur- 
derer ! [ General movement. 

Schoolm. oat no way of escupe.| Lost! lost! 
He springs from the rocky edge of the path into the 

stream; a cry of horror from all; the PASTOR 

enters hurriedly and crosses to JOSEPH, who is 
supporting DEBORAH ; DEBORAH takes ANNA’S 
hand, and places it, with JOSEPH’S, upon her 
heart, then raises her other hand towards heaven 
. and dies; ANNA sinks upon her knees,. the 
CHILD kneeling by her side; the PASTOR rever- - 
ently takes off his hat, and the crowd do the 
same; OLD MARTHA sinks upon her knees, and 
buries her face in her hands; LORENZ remains 
upon the hill-side, hat in hand, a wondering 
spectator; the curtain descends slowly. : 


THE END. 


Nathan, son of Na- 
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and scarf for waist. Second Dress: Gray. 


red skirt. Second Dress: White, of the same description. 
Third Dress: Dark blue, with colored trimming.~ 
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Y Saree, ik Two Acts. 
BY MONCRIEF. 


CAST OF CHARACTERS. 


Mons. Morblett...cccesceressecs Mr. Hackett. Mr. Chanfrau. 
TROMPSBON... se ce.es coves cece ‘* Mathews. “ ‘Vache. 
TO: ANG ssc. setwwsesnsdecdia's ‘ Shaw. “ J. Hall. 
Jack Ardourly..ccccce sccccece “ Stuart. * H. Jordan 
RUY vai scciecdesecicvevsceceees ‘Hind. ‘* Jones. 
CSW iikcccsscwestnetawsaeeees ‘* ‘Williams. 
NGP.acece-covccsece soce cesses * J. Byrne. ‘“* Martin. 
DVD cdiecsitnsieaedcwceenbenke ees ‘ Thompson. ‘“ Reed. - 
WARE asic cscetasaviceeniesd « ‘* Milot. * Gouldson 
TADS ico 6s ioe e Mek ce se ke eek oeees “ . Naish. ad Perkins. 
WAther ccc cccccasccccccscceess * Wright ny gart. 
SNAD v0ibs 6sie0s ce steewraineacees 
-GOOrge. .o0 ..secoseceseeccecess 
Adolphine..cecorcccscccesscsecs Mrs. Loder. Miss Hiffert. 
Mad. Bellegarde...c.cscsscsace ‘* Hield. ** Dunn. 
Drs. Thompson. ..ceccersecsses ‘Cannon. ** Broadle. 
ACT I. 


ScENE I.—Hart Street, Bloomsbury. Evening. 


Enter ADOLPHINE, hastily, L. 


Adol. AmJin safety? [Looking round.] Yes; 
I have, at length, eluded my pursuer. Unfor- 
tunate Adolphine! Is it not enough that I am an 
emigrant from my native France; that an impene- 
trable mystery hangs over my birth; that I am 
only prevented being wholly dependent on the 
meagre exertions of one as wretched as myself for 
support, by the sale of a few trifling drawings; 
but whenever, as now, I venture out, I must be 
the sport and prey of every libertine I meet? 
[Noise without, L.| Ah! let me fly! he is here 
again! Wretched, wretched girl! [Kzit, hastily. 

Enter ARDOURLY, tn pursuit, L. 

Ard. Confusion! she has escaped me once 
more. What an unlucky dog I am! to behold 
the only object I feel I can ever love, merely to 
lose her. Never did tormenting fate lead a man 
astray with such beauteous will-o’-the-wisps as 
those piercing sparklers and twinkling little feet 
of hers. She’s lost—I’m lost—we’re both lost. 
D——e, I'll raise a hue and cry—I’ll—but—no, I’ll 
not give her up. Yet which way has she gone? 
which way mustI go? Here’s a stranger coming, 
; ll inquire if he bas seen her. 

Enter Tom, KING, R. 
Pray, sir, have you seen a young woman? Eh? 
why, zounds! ’tis my old friend, Tom King. 

T. King. What, Jack Ardourly ! inquiring after 
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a petticoat in the neighborhood of Monmouth 
Street? We shall have Cupid turning old clothes- 
man next. But, egad! my dear lad, ’m devilish 
glad to see you. Why, I haven’t had the pleasure 
of meeting with you since your rich uncle, old 
Thompson, popped so suddenly from the clouds, 
and made you presumptive heir to one of the first 
fortunes in the three kingdoms; I congratulate 
you, faith! . 

Ard. Congratulate me! pity me. What's the 
finding an old uncle, to the losing an angelic girl? 
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I am the most miserable dog in existence! 

T. King. Miscrable about a wench! muslin- 
struck, quite. Ha, ha, ha! Some tea-drinking 
milliner, I warrant her; playing at hide and seek 
to some wealthy fool to wed her. Was there ever 
such folly? Oh, Jack Ardourly! Jack Ardourly! 

Ard. Laugh at me if you please, but hear me. 
If love is a folly, it is one Iam up to my neck in. 
Ten minutes since, my heart was as free as yours; 
but, as the mischievous spirit of Cupid would have , 
it, making a short cut from Long’s, I met a lovely 
girl, who instantaneously effected a conquest of 
me; I started my fair game in Soho, she declined 
my attentions in Greek Street, bade me leave her 
in the most imperative mood imaginable; assumed ; 
tragedy airs in Berwick Street, gave me the slip 
in Cranbourn Alley, and was lost in St. Martin’s : 
Lane. I tracked the dear angel again in St. Giles’, | 
but again parted with ber and my heart in— | 

T. King. Hart Street, Bloomsbury Square. Ha, 
ha! This is whimsical enough: but what sort of 
a divinity is this walking Venus, this flying god- 
dess, this hunting Diana, of yours? 

Ard. Her dress and manners are evidently 
French, but her person is heavenly ; her— 

T. King. Ah! Isee; one of those pretty omi- 
grants we have lately imported from Paris, with 
other French toys, to adorn our streets and amuse 
our leisure hours. Il soon rout her for you, my 
boy! we'll set out on a voyage of discovery 
directly. What latitude did she sail in ? 

Ard. I last missed her in this direction. 

[Pointing off R. 

T. King. Alions, then; you shall find me as 
sharp as a needle, in guiding you to this polar 
star of beauty of yours. We'll search every 
Frenchman’s house in London, but we'll find her. 
We'll rummage Paddington, rout out Pancras, 
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scour the Seven Dials for her. 
Ard. And do you think we shall succeed ? 
T. King. When did Tom King ever fail, when 
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Act I, Scone 2) 


, the object was to serve a friend and to promote 
mirth? Tl make you happy, my lad! Zounds! 
for a quiz, a hoax, a joke, a jest, a song, a dance, 
a catch, a tale, a race, or a row, Tom King 
wouldn’t turn bis back on any man in England. 
Ain’t I the choice spirit of the day, the jolly dog, 
the roaring boy, the knowing lad, the rare blood, 
the prime buck, the rum soul, the funny fellow ? 
Emperor of the Cockonians! Chairman of the 
Jacks! General of the Lubber Troop! Master 
of the Mugs! Chief of the Eccentrics! Member 
of Daffy’s! President of the Flounder Club! 
Founder of the Snugs ! Passed Noble Grand of the 
Odd Fellows! and Vice of half the Freemasons’ 
Lodges in the kingdom! Oh, d——e ! Tom King’s 
the man! so come along, my boy. [Hzxeunt R. 
Enter THOMPSON and RUSTY, L. 

Rus. Well, well, master, I don’t mind letting 
you have the run of the key for an hour or two, 
if I go with you, and you can show good cause. 

Ican, I can. These French drawings 
which I sent you to purchase in Rathbone Place, 
that I might refresh my memory of Paris, are sub- 
scribed with a name that has unsettled all my plans 
again. See, Rusty, see! Adolphine de Courcy! 
the very maiden name of my lost wife! The 
owner of this name lives, you say, in Seven Dials? 
' Rus. Aye; with Mounseer Morbleu, a French 
barber, one of your emigrants; at least, so the 
man at the shop told me. 

Thom. We will go to him directly ; I must see 
this Adolphine de Courcy! she may be the wife 
‘I have so long lamented as dead! or, more prob- 
-ably, the child I have so long and vainly searched 
for. What an unhappy man I am! doomed never 
to know a moment’s rest. 

Rus. No; I believe you never were so comfort- 
able as when you were under my care in the Bas- 
tile. There you were properly looked after ! 

Thom. True, true. Ah! I should never have 
left England, only I knew living was much 
cheaper in France, and as I had but a very small 
fortune, I didn’t wish to go beyond it; that 
brought on all my misfortunes. 

Rus. Serves you right ; you shouldn’t have de- 
serted your country merely to save a shilling. I 
hope all absentees have as much cause to repent 
it as you have. 

' Thom. Hum! then I should never have mar- 
ried my wife, the chief agent of all my troubles. 

Rus. AS most wives are—mine was! But she 
died in her confinement. She was confined the 
same time you were. Why did you have oneso much 
your superior in rank and fortune as your wife? 

Thom. What did I profit by it? When I dis- 
covered that the proud old marquis, her father, 
was never likely to consent to our union, didn’t I 
marry her privately, and remove her into a retire- 
ment where I thought no one would ever have 
discovered us ? | 

Rus. And were found out the very first thing. 
She was sent toa nunnery, and vou to the Bastile. 

Thom. It was a great misfortune, the revolution 
breaking out. 

Rus. Yes; for then the mob broke in! 
gained your liberty, and I lost my place. 

Thom. Failing in my search for my wife and 
infant girl, I betook myself abroad— 

Rus. Where, having been used to confinement 
under me, you didn’t leave your plantation till you 
- had acquired a princely fortune— 
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Thom. And no relation of the name of Thomp- 
son to leave it to, only my sister’s son, Jack Ar- 
dourly. But these drawings! this name! I have 
a thousand hopes and fears ; let us hasten directly | 
to satisfy them. 

Rus. Well, I don’t mind granting you a rule of 
court, as it’s to transact your private affairs ; you 
may £0. 

Thom. Come along, then. Heigho! [ Exeunt r. 


ScENE II.—Evzterior of MONSIEUR MORBLEU’S 
House and Shop in the Seven Dials. Door in 
flat, L. Shutters to open, etc. A watch-box at 
one corner, R. of flat. Night. 


Enter MORBLED, R. 

Mor. Eh! mon Dieu! Je suis bien fatigué vit 
my great business; all de head of de nation wish 
to be turn by me! and I am such grand profes- 
seur, I turn all de nation’s head; coupe all deir 
objection short vit deir hair; my close revolution 
crop silence everyting, and I make every man 
von Brutus. It is great change, ma foi, for me; 
in de grande nation, under de ancien régime, I 
was de général of de régiment ; here I am only de 
perruquier en général, only take de Anglois by de 
nose in de vay of my occupation. Have noting to 
do vit any balls but de vash-balls; no powder but 
de hair powder; no chevaux-de-friz but de comb 
and de. tongs, dat I friz de cheveux vit. But 
vere is my housekeeper, Madame Bellegarde? 
Madame Bellegarde ! 

(Knocks at the door of his shop. 


Enter MADAME BELLEGARDE, from house. 
Eh bien, madame! Me voici, here I am, glad to 
see you and de little domicile once again. Com- 
ment vous portezvous, cette bonne evening, 
madame ? 

Belle. Merci, monsieur, trés joli! 

Mor. Joli! you are joli comme une ange! que tu 
es charmante, ma chére Madame Bellegarde ! 

Belle. Ah! Monsieur Morbleu, you have so much 
of de politesse. 

Mor. Ha, ha! true, true! you remember, 
madame, ven I use to valk de minuet vit you, 
twenty, tirty year ago, in de cour de Versailles. 
Oh ! amour! dose vere bon temps. 


AIR.—MoOnrB.Lgv. 


C’est L'amonr, J.’amour, L’amour. qui fait le monde a la ronde, 
Et chaque jour a son tour le monde fait l'amour. 
Qui rend la femme plus docile, 
Et qui fait doubler ses attraits ; 
Qui rend les plaisirs plus faciles, 
Qui fait cxcuser ses excés. 
ui rend plus accessibles les grands dans Icurr Palais, 
ui sait rendro sensibles jusques aux sous-preféts 
C’est L’amour, L amour, L'amonr. 


Qui donne de l’Ame anx Poétes, 
Et de la joie aux moins lurons; 
Qui donne de I’esprit aux bétes, 
Et du courage aux plus poltrons. 
Qui donne des carosses 
Aux tendrons des Paris 
Et qui donne des bosses 
A beancoup de Maris 
C'est L'amour, L'amour, L'amour. 

Belle Ah, monsieur,. dat vas under de ancien 
régime. 

Mor. Oui, oui, en vérité. Times very much | 
different now, ma foi! Den I vas Monsieur Mor- 
bleu, Chevalier de Saint Louis, and Général de 
Division! and you vere Madame la Marquise de | 
Bellegarde, Dame d’Honneur, and grande beauté! 
You very different ting now, madame, and so am 
I. Now I am only one poor barbiére, and you my 
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+ Mor. Ah! dere is Monsieur Nap, de vash-a- 
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_ housekeeper of all vork, to make de bed, scrub de 
- board, and clean de logement. Eh, mon Dieu! 
| but vere is my little protegée, de petite Mademoi- 
| selle Adolphine, orpheline de Courcy? pauvre 
enfante ! gone to sell her littel drawing ? 

| Belle. Oui, Monsieur ; but she will be back tout 
- de suite. 

__ Mor. Bonne fille, bonne fille! 
_ key, and can get through de door vithout our stay 
| up to open it; sol shall go to my night-cap, for 
_I am very much sleepy, and il est tard. 
Nap. (without, L.] Past ten o’clock! 


She have de 


man; heis come for to go to his box. Yaw’aw! 
_venez, madame. Courage! Louis le Désiré, and 
de ancien régime, shall come back by-an’-by, very 
often; den ve tread de minuet de la cour togeder 
again. La, la, lal de ral,deral! [EHxeunt into the 
house, singing ‘“C’est Pamour,” and dancing the 
-minuet de la cour. ; 
Enter NAP, the watchman, L. 

Nap. Past ten o'clock, and a moonlight night! 
- Well, Ihave gone my beat, and cried the hour, 
so now I’ll go into my box and have a comfortable 
snooze. Pastteno’clock! [Exit into the box, R. 
| Enter ADOLPHINE, hastily, R. 
Adol. In spite of all my endeavors, my pursuer 
has traced me here. What will he think of the 
meanness of this abode, and what persecutions 
may I not expect from his attentions! Saint 
Louis preserve me! ’Tis fortunate I have the 
key: they come! surely they will not attempt to 
knock ; at all events, they will knock unanswered 
by me. [Exit into the house, unlocking and then 
_ relocking the door. 
Enter ARDOURLY and Tom KING, in pursuit, R. 

T. King. Bravo, victoria! victoria, my boy! I 
told you ‘om King would do the business for you; 
_ we've housed her at last. 

Ard. Yes, there’s the mischief of it; what are 
we to do now ? 

T. King. Why, unhouse her, to be sure! 

Ard. But how ? 

T. King. Knock at the door. 

Ard. And run away ? 

T. King. A lover, and run away! Never! 
. stand firm to the last; she may answer the door. 
Ard. But suppose she shouldn’t, and any one 
' else should ? 
| DT, King. Then we have merely made a mistake, 
| that’s all. 
Ard. I’m afraid we shall be mistaken. 
T. King. Or we can inquire for some one. 
Ard. Who ? 
TT. King. On! Mr. Jenkins, or Mr. Tomkins, or 
| any one we are sure is not there. 
' Ard. But we may be unlucky enough to pitch 
upon the very name of some person who js there. 

T. King. To prevent that, we'll inquire for your 
_ uncle, old Thompson; we are very sure he is not 
there; so here goes. [Knocks at MORBLEU’S door. 

Ard. Stay, stay, what are you about? 
| 7. King. ’Tis done now. ([Listens.} No an- 
' swer! the jade suspects us. [ll knock again. 
Knocks.| They are all gone to bed. (Listens. 
| No; Lhear them striking a light; I'll expedite 
them. [Knocks again, and peeps through the key- 
_ hole.] Somebody coming; pat, pat, pat, pat: 
| What strange animal have we here ? 
|. Ard. Animal! it is doubtless the dear angel | 
| herself. 
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MORBLEU opens the door, and appears in his night- 
cap, with a rush-light in his hand. 
Confusion! a man! | 

Mor. {aside.] Deux gentilhommes, and so late, | 
too! I dare say some rich customer vant me to 
dress dem for the grand assembly to-night. 
{Aloud.|] A votre service, messieurs, vat is your 
plaisir vit me ? 

T. King. I merely called, my dear friend, as 
was passing your house, to know if—but I’ve dis- 
turbed your rest, I fear ? 

Mor. Ob, point de tout, not at all JI am too 
much proud of de honneur you confer par cette | 
visite, ma foi. : 

T. King. You are very good. We merely called, ' 
knowing you are a man of information— | 

Mor. Oh, sare, you do me grand faveur. Je vous 
rend mille graces. | 

T. King. Don’t mention it. We merely called | 
to inquire if, among the persons who inhabit this | 
street, one Mr. Thompson lodges here. - | 

Mor. {aside.] Diable! dat all! and I leave my 
bed on purpose? Heigho! [Aloud.] No, sare; 
no Monsieur Tonson do live here. 

TI. King. Hum! I’m sorry we troubled you, but 
I thought [’d just inquire: couldn’t pass by your 
door without calling, you know. | 

Mor. Oh, sare, you are very great polite! 
[Aside.] Vish you vere at de diable! 

T. King. Good night! Take care you don’t 
catch cold. 

Mor. Bon soir, messieurs. I am much glad 
they are going to go. Au revoir! Diable! dis 
dam puddel in de gutter, I put my foot on him. 

[Exit into house. 

T. King. Mind your rush-light don’t go out. 
Ha, ha, ha! Was there ever seen so curious an 
animal? Let us see what species he belongs to. 
Lend me your lantern, Charley. [Takes Nap’s 
lantern and reads the inscription over MORBLEU’S 
door.) ‘‘ Monsieur Morbleu, Grand Perruquier 
en Militaire, Coiffeur en Général.” Ha, ha, ha! 
Very well, Monsieur Morbleu, Grand Perruquier; 
it is au revoir with us, indeed. We will speedily | 
become better acquainted. There, Charley, there’s 
your lantern, and a tizzy for you, my boy. [Re- 
turns the lantern, and gives NAP sixpence.] 
Zounds ! Ardourly, nil desperandum ! 

Ard. I must. You see she does not appear. 
What’s to be done now? 

T. King. Try again. Where is Useful ? 

Ard. At my hotel. 

T. King. Then that’s our point. I cannot, de- 
cently, show myself again to-night: to monsieur; | 
therefore we'll hasten to the Sablonié¢re. You write ' 
a passionate billet to Miss Morbleu, and let Useful 
bring it. He’s a eharp dog, and with :a little of 
my instruction will soon afford us both satisfac- 
tion and amusement. Allons! Au revoir, Mon- 
sieur Morbleu. Ha, ha, ha! [Exeunt R. 

Enter Nar from his box. 

Nap. [r.] Rum blades, them ’ere. Out on a 
lark, Treckon. Well, it’s no business of mine, s0 
long as they don’t come on my beat. Half-past 
ten | [Calling the half hour. 

Enter THOMPSON and RUSTY, R. 

Rus. I tell you I’m sure this is the place ; but 
we'll ask the watchman. Pray, my friend, isn’t 
this the Seven Dials ? 

Nap. [holding lantern to Rusty’s face.] Aye, 
master, to be sure it is. 
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Rus. There, I told you so. Whereabouts does! sieur! Ah! I see how it is; these imperious De ; 
, one Mounseer Morbleu live ? | Courcys have hired this fellow to keep my wife 
Nap. What, the barber? I don’t know: that (for it is undoubtedly she) still in their power: 
_is—I think—I can’t tell. but Pll have redress; Dll go to Bow Street; 
Rus. {to THompson.] He thinks he can’t tell. they’ve locked her up, and now— 
Thom. Give him a shilling. Rus. ’Tis high time I should lock you up. 
(Rusty gives NaP a shilling. Thom. Nay, Rusty, nay! let us go in search of 
Nap. foe at the shilling.| Oh! I know |the police. [ll enter the house by force, liberate 
now; he lives right under your nose: but he’s|my wife, and make a terrible example of those . 
gone to bed. who would detain her from my arms. [Ezeunt L. | 
Thom. We must knock him up ; I cannot pause Enter USEFUL, R. 
a moment till my doubts are satisfied. Usef. So the coast is clear at last. I thought 
Nap. That’s your business. [Crosses to L.] Why, ; those two old twaddlers never would have gone. 
the old Frenchman has quite a congregation to- | Let me see; my instructions are, under pretense 
night: but I must go and call the half hour.|of inquiring for Mr. Thompson, to endeavor to 
Half-past ten ! [Ezvit L. | give this letter to Miss Morbleu. Here’s the house; 
Thom. Knock, Rusty, knock. I cannot rest. |(now for it. [Knocks at MORBLEU’s door.] No 
| 
| 
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Rus. No, nor you'll let nobody else rest.- Hallo!|answer? Yll knock again. Hallo! get up, get 
[Knocks at MORBLEU’S door.] They’re a long/up! [Knocking again violently. 
time coming. Mor. (appearing. at the garret window.] Eh, 
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Thom. Knock again; try once more. mon Dieu! is de maison on fire, that you knock 
Rus. It’s no use ; however, I suppose you won’t | so loud ? 

be contented, so here goes ! [Knocks again. Usef. No, but you are wanted ; you must come 
Thom. Don’t you hear the window open ? down directly: I am sent herein an official capa- 


ot uy? 


Rus. Yes, there’s somebody getting up in the/city,expressly to— But that isalien tothe business. 
garret. Mor. Begar! vat does he say about his official 
Mor. [looking out of the garret window.] Qui, capacity and de alien business? I must have de 
va ld? Vat is dere, s'il vous plait? Vy you) bienséance, de courtesie to him. [Aloud.} Trés 
knock at de door of my maison, if you are so good ?| bien, monsieur officier. I shall come down instam- 
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Thom. 'Tis he, ’tis he! Is your name Morbleu,|ment. How I am broke of my sleep! MHeigho! ¢ 

my good friend ? [Exit from window. '¢ 

Mor. Oui, mon ami! Usef. So far, so good; let me but once effect an 

Thom. Come down instantly. entrance, I'll soon accomplish all the rest. Eh! : 

Mor. Sacrebleu ! vil not de matin do, monsieur? | here old soup-meagre comes. + 

for I am in bed, je suis au lit. Enter MORBLEU from the house, sneezing, as if 3 
Thom. No; it is a matter of life and death. Srom having newly caught cold. 

Mor. Miséricorde! dey vant me to bleed some-} Mor. Now, monsieur officier, sare, I am at your | 

body. Vell, to oblige you, monsieur, I shall getup—} command, if you think so good, bonne grace. 3 

Thom. Get up! Zounds! my dear friend, we; Usef. Imerelycalled, Mr. Morbleu, to inquire— ; 

want you to come down. Mor. Yes, sare. | : 
Mor. And put on my culotte. Restez la pour| Usef. If there was one Mr. Thompson— 

un moment. Heigho! I never can get not any! Mor. Vat, Monsieur Tonson again ? : 
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rest at alL [Exit Srom window. Usef. Yes, one Mr. Thompson— 

Thom. He’s coming, he’s coming; and now,| Mor. Diable! vat you mean, sare, you dam 
thank Heaven, I shall have all my doubts silenced |scoundrel, by come again? Vat you mean by 
or confirmed. Monsieur Tonson, to break my sleep in dis man- 
, Enter MORBLEU from the house. ner? I told you two, one, seven time, dere no 

Mor. Yaw’aw! Excusez moi, monsieur, dat I|Monsieur Tonson here. I know no Monsieur Ton- 
| have nocandel; but I have burn my rusb-light till|}son. Got dam! 
| him rush all away. Usef. Well, but my good friend, you needn’t be 
Thom. Make no apologies, my good friend; the|in such a passion; if you don’t know where Mr. 
urgent business I come upon precludes all cere-| Thompson lives, I dare say Miss Morbleu does, 
mony. You have a lady under your care bear-|if you'll just have the goodness to call her up; or 
_ing the name of Adolphbine de Courcy? your servant will do—the housekeeper—or any- 


em 


A 


Mor. Oui, monsieur, certainement; but she never | body. } 
assist in de shop. She never shave anybody. Mor. Parbleu! dis worse dan all! You not 
Thom. Pshaw ! You, doubtless, must have heard | content vit pull me out of my bed dese tree time, 
of an unfortunate man of the name of Thompson ? | vit your dam Monsieur Tonson, but now you vant 
Mor. Diable! Vat, Monsieur Tonson come|to pull my vard, Mademoiselle Adolphine, and my 
again? No, sare, I have heard of no Monsieur | housekeeper, Madame Bellegarde, out of bed, too. 
Tonson; I tell you so before, sare; no Monsieur} Vat dey know about Monsieur Tonson? You use °' 
Tonson do live here. Vat you mean by pull me; me trés mauvais; I never was use so under de 
out of my bed in dis way? By gar! it dam bad'ancien régime, ma foi. It affront myhonneur! I 
‘ manner and no gentilhomme ! shall not put up vit it. I will have de satisfac- 
Thom. But hear me, my good friend; this Mr.|tion. I shall give vou tode vash. I shall make a 
' Thompson— charge of you. Monsieur Vash! soon He 
Mor. All von cock and some bull; and if you] shall put you in his box. Monsieur Vash! | 
‘call me up again, ma foi, I shall charge you vit the . [ Calling. 
vash, for keeping de bad hour. Diable! [Zzitinio| Usef. Eh! calling the watch? Zounds! I may 
the house, shutting the door in THoMPSON’Ss face. |get in the wrong box here. I’d better be off. 
Thom. But, my good fellow! Monsieur! Mon-| Bong swor, Mounseer Soapsuds. [Exit nr. 
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MONSIEUR TONSON. 


Mor. Run avay? Begar! I am sorry I did not 
Tun him troo. But he shall not get off so vell. 
Monsieur Vash! Monsieur Vash, I say! [ Calling. 

Enter NAP, L. 

Nap. Eh! who wants the watch? here I am. 
Why, hang me if it ’en’t Mounseer Powder-blue, 
the barber. What’sin the wind now? Consarn 
it! I hope there hasn’t been no rogues breaking 
in and running away with the pomatum, has 
there ? 

Mor. Vorse dan dat, Monsieur Vash. I no mind 
de pomatum run avay dis hot veader, but dat 
dam Monsieur Tonson run avay, too. 

Nap. Eh! Mounseer Townsend! who's he ? 

Mor. Oh, by gar! me no know; meno vant to 
know. He comes here seven, two, tree time, and 
pull me out of my bed, besides knock my door 
down, and now I vill have him knock down, von 


again, and I shall give you him to keep forever, 
and lock him in your house, Monsieur Vash; in 
your dam black hole, vere you live. 

Nap. Why, now you speak of it, mounseer, I 
think I knows the rascal. Isn't this here Town- 
send a wery ill-looking fellow ? 


low, great blackguard; me never saw no man me 
like to see vorse; he come here to inquire after 
his relation, ma foi! but meno be cozen in dat 
vay. I shall charge, by gar! I shall charge— 
charge him vit you, Monsieur Vash. 

Nap. You can’t do better. Vll take care of him, 
mounseer. 


been great général, and I shall help you; yes, ven 
dey come I shall— 
Nap. Why, here they are— 


out togeder, break deir neck several times, stop 
deir mout very often, knock d 
dem up. 
Nap. Good, very good, mounseer; Ill do it. 
Away with you. 
(Exeunt MORBLEU into house, NAP into box. 


and WANTEM, L. 
you have to do; this is the house. 
the right thing, depend ou’t. 
Thom. Tusist on seeing the lady. 


Trap. Make your mind easy; we'll rummage 
her out. 


fear but you'll be properly rewarded. Come, 
' Rusty, 1 
| [Rusty and THOMPSON stand aside, R. 
Trap. Now, Master Wantem, you tattle the tell- 
tale, and Y}l open the business. 
Want. Aye, and Pll knock. 

[Knocks at MORBLEU’S door. 

Enter MorRBLED, from house. 

Mor. Vell, vat you vant ? 
at such late hour, if am so bold ? 


mounseer. | | 
Mor. {aside.| Oui, diable! and I have de small 
bit ov business vit you by-and-by. 

Pi We’ve come about Muster Thompson’s 
affair. 


dam rascal! you shall vash him ven be comej|end; you mustn’t.come arter your relations here. ‘ 


Mor. Oh! trés mauvais, trés mauvais, nasty fel-| along. 


Mor. Dat is right; you need not be fear, [ have | rattle, which is answered outside, L. 


Mor. Get behind the door; you can lay avait| and exits hastily with WaNreM; NAP and Mor- 
till dey mention deir name; and den ve villrush| BLEU getupand followin pursuit, rattles springing. 


em down and lock| Scene III.—Exterior of the Sabloniére Hotel, in 


Enter THOMPSON and Rusty, followed by TRAP| watchmen that cursed Frenchman sent after me 


Trap. Aye, aye, ve’re fly, master. We will do|/come! but they’ll be disappointed for once. 


Thom. Knock at the door at once, and never] and breathe a bit. 


et us look on. Stand aside, stand aside! | stop out. 


Vat make you here/he only saw us in the dark, he'll not know us 


Trap. We've a small bit of business with you,/shaved by him, I can sound the rascal, and, per- - 


| you lock me up for a twelvemonth after it. 
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(Act I, Scene 3, 
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Mor. I thought it vas Monsieur Tonson; oui, 
and now you shall go to de diable. Venez ici, 
Monsieur Vash, dis is Monsieur Tonson. Knock | 
| him down—lock him up very often. 

Nap. [rushing out from box, and seizing 
WANTEM and TRAP.| So I’ve got you at last, 
have I? Yl teach you to come knocking at peo- 
ple’s doors at this time of night. 

Trap. Zounds! watchy, what are you at! 
zoure on a wrong scent; we're from the public 
office. 

Mor. But you shall no make von public office of 
my maison, ma foi! 

Trap. We're sent by Townsend. 

Nap. Aye, aye! that’s the name; it’s all right. 

Trap. We’ve come about a gemman’s relation; 
but Ill tell you the whole pedigree on it. 

Nap. We knows all about it, Muster Towns- 
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Trap. Zounds! ain’t you awake ? 
Mor. Oui; you take dam good care of that, 
Monsieur Tonson. Lock him up! ty 
Nap: Aye, aye! to the watch-house with you! ‘3 
Rus. [aside to THompson.] Lock him up! Tl: 
spare them that trouble with you, master; come ; 
‘o 
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Thom. But, Rusty— 
Rus. It’s no use—safe bind, safe find! 


[Exit, forcing of THOMPSON, 2. '¢. 


an 
. . 
+ 


Trap. But I tell you, you don’t understand the | 

business. - ; 
Mor. Nor me no vant, Monsieur Tonson. 
Nap. No, no, Muster Townsend. [Springs his 


Trap. Eh! asurprise! Then here goes for a 
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most! [TRAP trips up Nap and MORBLED, B,, 


Leicester Square. 
heard without, R. 

| Enter USEFUL, hastily, R. | 
Usef. By those rattles, it would seem, the: 


Door in flat, u. Rattles 


are close at my heels. It’s lucky I’ve reached ny : 


o 


Thom. Now, my good fellows, you know what| master’s hotel, that I may get housed at once. :: | 
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fair pair of heels, and the devil take the hind- '} | 


mee 


[Rings the bell and knocks violently.) Here they +. 


<2 


[Exit into hotel |. 


o . 
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Enter THOMPSON and Rusty, hastily. , 
Thom. Are we out of their reach, Rusty? Yes; } 
they’ve taken another direction 


.. 


Rus. it’s all my fault; I shouldn’t have let you | 
I might have known no good could 
follow it. But come, let us get home to bed. 
Thom. ’Twill be of no use; I shall not be able 
to sleep a wink. I must make another attempt. 
It is now near day-break; I'll throw myself on 
sofa for an hour or two, and the first thing in the 
morning we'll set off to this barber once more: as 


again; and under pretense of getting dressed and 


haps, pump the truth out of him. 
Rus. Pump the life out of him! I would, if I. 
had my will. 
Thom. You must indulge me in this, Rusty, if. 


¢. 
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if Act I, Scene 2.] MONSIEUR TONSON. 21 
S| cee aglsgsUnr “=P URINE GaaISEISA UTTER acer = GE 

, ¢| _ Rus. Well, well; you always coax me over;| Mor. Ah, by dat dam Monsieur Tonson! 
, ¢ Pm the most, tender-hearted keeper in Christen-|Diable! he one peste; he not content vit come 
* ¢ dom. Come along. | and call me up all night, but he return de first 

' Thom. Stay, who are these? Stand aside. ting to-day to be dress and shave. Me hope he 


(THOMPSON and Rusty stand aside, R. | vill no come again to-night. 

| Enter Tom KInG, ARDOURLY and USEFUL, from Belle. [L.] Sans doute, it vas some pauvre 
‘ the hotel. maniac. You see his keeper took him avay par 

T. King. Ha, ha, ha! old Thompson little violence. 

hinks how we are amusing ourselves at his ex-| Mor. Keeper or no keeper, I vish he vould 

ense. keep avay from me, mon Dieu! But you are mis- 

Fhom. [{aside.] What? take, madame; dis Monsieur Tonson is sent by 

' T. King. And so the Frenchman called for the | de Convention to kill us, because ve are friend to 

wateh, did he ? de grand monarque and de ancien régime ! 

Thom. [aside.] ‘*My expense—old Thompson Belle. Miséricorde! ve must be very - much 

the watch!” What does all this mean? As I/|careful. 

ive, my graceless nephew! Oh, oh! I see it all.) Mor.1 shall not open de door, never, nor go 

LT. King. (turning round and seeing 'THOMP- | anyvere in all de vorld at all vithout you, madame ; 

ON and Rusty.] Hallo! what pair of antiquities | dat if dis Monsieur Tonson should kill us, we may 
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| are these? From what curiosity-shop have they | be vituess for one anoder to get him hang. 
' escaped ? Adol. How much longer, my generous benefac- 
= Thom. [to ARDOURLY. } Ob! you rascal. tor, am I to trespass on your bounty? Is there 
; Ard. [aside.] My uncle! confusion ! ’mruined! | no clue by which I can discover my parents? 
**$) how the devil shallI get off? — Mor. None dat I know of, ma foi. Ven de rev- 
= | Thom. You villain! but Il— [Rattles heard |olution broke out de Marquis de Courcy, mon 
a without, R.] Eh! they’re coming, Rusty. grand ami, send for me to de conciergerie, vere 


es 


(Exit, with Rusty. |he vas vait to be guillotine, commit you to my care 
T. King. Ha, ha, ha! Why, the old boy’s off|as un pauvre orpheline dat- belong 4 sa famille ; 
| like a shot ; he’s getting into his second childhood ; | charge me to take you to England and bring you 
frightened ‘at the sound of a rattle ! up; give me de trinket and de letter dat I give 
Ard. {aside.|] ’Tis a lucky escape for me, faith! | you, and finish de sad tale by having his head 


he would not have gone off so quickly, if he had | chop off de next day dat vas to come. 
1 j Adol. And-did he not reveal the name of my 
parents ? 

Mor. No; he no tell me vat vas your pére nor 
vat vas your meére. He tell me he call: you Adol- 
phine de Courcy, and prize you as de last of his 
maison. 

Adol. Unhappy man! Unhappy Adolphine! 

Mor. It great misfortune, certainment; but 
pourquoi you grieve? ‘I protect: you. You no vant 
| fader nor moder vile I live; and though we ho much 
rich, dis genereuse nation never suffer even her 
enemy to vant, but relieve de ‘people in distress 
von day, dey kill very much in de battle de next. 
But come! it is now souper time, and ve vill go 
to bed; for I am von very great deal sleepy, and 
must dormir for to-night and last night altogeder. 
Venez, ma chére Adolphine! venez, madame! ve 
vill go and get our souper. [Exeunt. 
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T. King. We must carry on the war; the old 
Frenchman shall have no rest till. you have. 
We'll storm his castle again to-morrow night ; 
Thompson is the watchword, love the object, Tom 
' King the leader, and victory taust follow. [Rattles 
| heard nearer, R. Exeunt hastily, L., followed by 
IN AP, who crosses in pursutt, springing rattles, and 


' crying, Stop ’em, stop ’em, stop ’em ! 
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ACT II. 


' SCENE JI.—JInterior of MONSIEUR MORBHEU'S 
Shop. Door in fiat, R. 
MADAME BELLEGARDE discovered, seated. Table, 
two chairs and candle. 
- Belle. Monsieur no return vit Mademoiselle 
Adolphine. How long de time does hang! 
Heigho ! in ma patrie, de hour alvays pass quick 
as de littel minute; here it so dull and so cloudy, 
that pauvre Time can no see his vay, but creep, 
creep, creep, a8 slow as de old vash-a-man. 
asia without, R. D. in flat.) Ob, miséricorde ! me 
ope dat is no Monsieur Tonson dat come last 
night, come again. I shall no open de door till I 
know. Qui va 14? vat is de knock dere? - 
Mor. [without.| Ouvrez la porte. C’est moi, 
madame. 
Belle. Monsieur himself. It all right, [opens the 


SCENE II.—Ezterior of MORBLEU’S shop.. 
Enter Tom KING and ARDOURLY, R. . 

T. King. The sly old fox thinks he’s. got the 
young chick all to himself; but he’s mistaken, 
and so is madame Partlett, the hen; we'll soon 
draw them out of their coop : yes, now to begin 
our holy work for the evening—“ Thompson's 
Night Thoughts.”. 

Ard. And do you think it will be of any. avail ? 

T. King. I do; but if we fail again, in attempt- 
ing to effect an entrance in their very teeth, we 
must resort to stratagem. I have a scheme al- 
ma prepared that must succeed ; vive la baga- 
telle 
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| door) and mademoiselle, too ! quel bonheur ! 

| Enter MORBLEU and ADOLPHINE, R. D. in fiat. 

| Trés bien venu, mes amis. 

.°% — Mor. [c.) Merci, madame—voijla mon enfant. 
We have reach home safe at last! You never 
shall go out by yourself to sell your drawing, 
unless you are alone, never no more if you no like. 

| Adol. [R.] Indeed, sir, I have but too good 
cause for apprehension ; ‘the horrid attack made 


on me this morning— 


fathers mistook when they christened thee Tom 
King; they should have named thee Joe: King, 
for such thou ever art: I trust all to thee. 

T. King. You shall not be disappointed.. Now, 
then, for a coaxing, insinuating piece of street- 
door eloquence, that shall draw this old French- 
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Ard. Thou art.a strange genius. ‘Thy god- 
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man through a deal board. 


I’m acquainted with to the dear girl, of pruving my disinterestedness, 
every species of knock, from the single tap of the: my sincerity, and I am happy. 


dun to the thundering lom, tom—tom, tom, tom—| 


tom a rom-a-tom-tom of the fashionable footman. | about it at once ; aurevoir, monsieur ! [Ezeunt R. 
Mark this! [knocks at MoRBLEU’s door] I hear! Enter MorBLEU and MADAME BELLEGARDE, 
somebody they are waiting for us. 
' can trust my ears, monsieur and his rib are .dis- 


Hush ! if I 


puting which shall come first, worthy souls, they 
are so anxious to receive us; listen ! 

Mor. [within.] Pardonnez moi, madame, de 
marchioness always rank before de general. 

Belle. (within.] Nou; de general alvays go first, 
de femme go vit de baggage. 

Mor. {within.| Ve vill split de difference and 
go side by side; you shall unlock de bolt while I 
unbolt de lock. Now, madame! [Zhe door opens, 
MORBLEU and MADAME BELLEGARDE appear. 

T. King. Serviteur, madame. Your most obe- 
dient, monsieur. Pray, can you inform me if one 
Mr. Thompson lodges here ? 

Mor. By gar, ’tis Monsieur Tonson come again ! 
Rascal ! villain! get from my sight! get from my 
door! I shall be hang for you at vonce, and kill 
Oh, dat I had my 
regiment here, to charge you vit deir bayonet ! 

T. King. It would be of no use, my good friend ; 
in the performance of my duty an army wouldn’t 
turn me. I have a sacred trust to execute in 
finding out Mr. Thompson, and all your threats 
will be of no avail. I am convinced he is in your 
house. 

Mor. He is no in my house, I say. By gar, he 
is no in my house! Sur mon honneur, he is no in 
my house. 

T. King. That we must ascertain in person. 
We must search your house. 

Mor. Vat, doubt my honneur? search my mai- 
son? I dat have been great général? Sacrebleu! 
I vill be revenge. Dere is no Monsieur Tonson 
here. I know no Monsieur Tonson. My house- 
keeper, who vas great marchioness, know dere is 


' no Monsieur Tonson here. 


Belle. Non, non; monsieur is right; dere is no 
Monsieur Tonson here. . 

T. King. We must fulfill our duty. ’Tis painful 
for us to— 

Mor. You shall no search my maison. 

T. King. But necessity— 

Mor. Keep at von distance. 

Belle. You shall no come in. 

T. King. We must not stand on ceremony, my 
good friend, so I shall take the liberty to— 

Mor. Shut the door in your face, ma foi. [£z- 
eunt MORBLEU and MADAME BELLEGARDE, Shut- 
‘ting the door in their faces, just as they are on the 
point of effecting an entrance. 

T. King. Ha, ha, ba! fairly shut out, by Jove ; 
the portcullis let down just as we’d crossed the 
bridge. Is Useful in waiting? 

Ard. He is at the Sabloniere. 

T. King. Now, then, for stratagem. During 
the day I took the liberty of furnishing myself 
with an impression of Monsieur’s street door key, in 


wax ; a skillful blacksmith has made me one ac-| von vet, to stay your stomach till you have. Dere, 
_ cordingly. I will now go and instruct Useful how! Monsieur Tonson, take dat! [Throws water on— 
to get the old Frenchman out, by some plausible| Rusty. Exeunt THOMPSON and Rusty, hastily, 
and while you,calling out ‘ Murder,” ete., L. 


story ; he once out, we'll slip in 
improve the moments with miss, Y 
the old woman. 


ll make love to 


Ard. This indeed promises something; only let|/has got von duck for his souper. 
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(Act IT, Scene 2. 


p 
T. King. Alions, my boy! it shall be done: we'll 


creeping cautiously from the house. | 

Mor. Prenez garde, madame. Oh, it’s all right; 
dat dam Monsieur Tonson is go avay. By gar, 
he is von fantéme; but ve vill lay him: you sball 
put von pail of vater in de garret vindow, and ven 
he come again ve vill drown him for von vitch. 

Belle. Oui, and den ve shall know vich von heis. 

Mor. Trés bien, trés bien; ve vill lay and vait 
for him togeder in de garret, madame, and he 
shall find it never rain, but it pour vater ; dis vay, 
madame. ([E£zeunt ceremoniously into the house. 

Enter THOMPSON and RUSTY, L. 

Rus. Well, well; on condition that you stand 
on one side and don’t interfere, I have no objec- 
tion to another application being made to this old 
mounseer, but it must be all left to me; you shall 
see how [ll manage things. If I don’t obtain 
something satisfactory, I'll give you leave to lock 
me up all the rest of my days, only you keep out 
of the way. : oe 

Thom. Pll not meddle, though I should like to | 
have a hand in it. [Retires L. 2B. 

fus. You shall see how the Frenchman will 
shower his information on me, directly I apply. 
Are you quite out of the way ? 

Thom. Yes. 

Rus. Then I'll commence operations. 
at MORBLEOU’S door. 
window. 

Mor. Vat is dere? Vat you vant, sare ? 
Rus. Cae I'll open the affair at once. [Aloud] : 
I come from My. Thompson, about Mrs. Thomp- 
son, or Miss Thompson, whichever it is you are 
keeping so snugly here. 

Mor. (aside.] Vat, Madame Tonson come as vell | 
as Monsieur Tonson? and Mademoiselle Tonson, 
too? Diable ! ve shall have Maitre Tonson and de | 
whole famille of de Tonsons next. Me fear von : 
pail of vater vill not be half enough; I must get ' 
de New River cock turn on. - | 

Belle. [at window, peeping over MORBLEU’S | 
shoulder.| You are von great story, sare. Mon- | 
sieur here keep no Madame Tonson, no Made- . 
moiselle Tonson ; he keep no voman but me and ' 
Madennoiselle Adolphine. 3 

Mor. Non ; madame is right: I keep no voman 
but dem; dere is no Tonson here, as I tell you | 
before. 

Rus. Come, come, this won’t do; Iam not to be | 
sent off with such an answer as this. 

Mor. Non? den, by gar, I must answer you it : 
von oder vay. | 

Rus. [aside.| I knew I should get something | 
more from him. 

Mor. But first, permettez-moi ask von question, 
sare. Avez-vous had your souper? 

Rus. Supper? No, to be sure I haven’t! 

Mor. Den I shall give you something by vay of 
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[Knocks 
MORBLEU looks out of 


PO re ep el te > 


Enter MORBLEU from the house. 
Mor. Ha, ha, ha! dat dam Monsieur Tonsop 
Oui, oui; he : 


me have an opportunity of expressing my passion has had de vater, and now he vill vish for de fire, | 
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MONSIEUR TONSON. 


Act LI, Scene 4.) 


so I shall give him von varm reception de next 
time he goes to come. Monsieur Vash ! 

Enter NAP, R. 

' Nap. Here I am, mounseer; but it’s not my 
hour yet. 
Mor. Vere is your great 
Nap. Athome. - 

Mor. You shall go and fetch it, load it vit pow- 


big blunderbuss 2 


- ' der and litte] pea, so dat it may not kill nobody, 


_den go up and keep vash in my garret, and ven 
dis Monsieur Tonson come again, shoot him, and 
make him all over plum-pudding ; dese Anglois 

| like dat. Oui; you shall pepper him all over, for 

' yon seasoning ; he has de duck, now he shall have 

ea. 


1 
1 


seer; but I mustn’t go off my beat in this coat; 
I'll put it in my box till I come back. 

Mor. Do; dere is de key of de street door; you 
can let yourself in ven you come back, and take 
your post in de garret venever you like. 

Nap. That won’t be long, my cellar isn’t far 
off. [Pulls off his watchman’s coat, puts it into 
his box and exit L. 


“$1 Mor. Dat settled, I can have some sleep vonce 


ee te ee 


/ 


| more, for I am very large sleepy. [Exitin house, L. 
Enter USEFUL, R. 

Osef. ‘‘Wheedle the old Frenchman out!” 
hang him, he’s just gone in; but I must obey my 
instructions. [Knocks.] Now for a good round lie. 
[Knocks again.) Zounds! the Frenchman won’t 
come. | 

Mor. [above.] It no do, Monsieur Tonson: you 
have change your habit for no purpose at all. I 
shall not come down. You had better call again 
in von half hour as shall come. 

Usef. My dear friend, you entirely mistake; I 
come from no Mr. Tonson; I don’t know any 
such person; I come for you; you are wanted at 
court immediately. 

Mor. Court? By gar, den Louis le Désiré has 
sent forme to be sbave. Oui, oui; I will come 
down directly ; anything to make my way to de 
court. {Exit from the window. 

Usef. He bites. “‘ Court!” Yes, he shall go to 
St. Martin’s Court, and there I’ll leave him. There 
never was such a fellow as Useful. My master 
never had. Useful’s fellow. 

Enter MorBLEv from the house. 
Mor. Now, sare, I am here all ready—tout 


prét. | 

Usef. Ready to pray, monsieur? Nonsense! 
Are you ready to walk ? because if you are, allons: 
for we haven’t a minute to lose. 


Mor. Oh! oui! certainement. Aprés vous, 
monsieur. 
Usef. D——n ceremony! This way, this way ! 


[ Exeunt. 
Enter ToM KING and ARDOURLY, R. 

T. King. There they go; the old fox is bagged. 
Now, then, to try if the locksmith’s daughter is 
true to us. Here’s a clear coast and a fair op- 
portunity. [Opens the door.] Yes, it’s all right, 
the door is open; love invites you; the Rubicon 
| lies before you; you have only to cross it and be 

happy, you dog. } 

Ard. Ten thousand thanks! but you— 

T. King. On second thoughts, I'll keep watch 
without here, to guard against surprise. In with 
you. Where can I conceal myself? Eh! zounds! 
this watch-box! is there anybody in it? What's 
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here? <A _ watch-coat, rattle and lantern! | 
Where’s the owner? Tempus fugit ! aye, and the | 
chronicler of time hath flown, too! As he has de- | 
serted his post, I’ll make bold to take it. [Dresses : 
himself in Nap’s coat, etc.| Now, then, I’m as 
good a watchman as any Charley among them. 
“Past ten o’clock, and a starlight morning!” 
[Exeunt Tom KING into the watch-box, and AR- 
DOURLY into the house, the former crying the hour 
grotesquely. . 


SCENE III.—Anm apartment in the house of MoR- 
BLEU. 


Enter ADOLPHINE, R. 

Adol. Why am I unprotected thus? Few, fond 
memorials of parents beloved, though unknown, 
what hope have I from thee? Dear nameless im- 
age of a mother’s beauty! [Looking at a miniature 
which she takes from her bosom.) Brief records of 
a father’s love! [Looking at letiers.] The danger 
that forbade the hazard of a name before, forever 
shuts out all disclosure now, and J must still live 
on—hopeless, joyless, kinless, friendless ! 

ARDOURLY appears, stealing in L. D. in fiat. 

Ard. Not so, sweet girl! here at thy feet 
kneels one who would be a friend, kin, all, to thee! 

Adol. Ha, rash youth! what brings you here at 
this untimely hour? How did you gain admit- 
tance? Sarely I have not been betrayed ! 

Ard. Banish your fears; I cannot live without 
you. Asa proof of my sincerity, 1 will this mo- 
ment conduct you to the altar. 

Adol. For Heaven’s sake, sir, I conjure you, 
leave me! Should you be discovered here, and 
at this hour, how would the world— 

Ard. [aside. } I must carry her off by a coup de 
main—“ at lovers’ perjuries.” [Aloud.] Youalarm 
yourself unnecessarily. Your guardian sanctions, 
nay, has desired this visit; he has obtained tid- 


ings of your parents— 
Adol. Ah! of my parents? Oh, where is he? | 
Ard. He has sent me hither to conduct you to 
him. This key is witness of my veracity. — 
| 


Adol. Fortunate, unlooked-for occurrence! I 
little thought the messenger that called my 
guardian out just now was one of so much joy. 
Let us not lose a moment. 

Ard. [aside.] She’s mine, she’s mine! this note 
will prevent all unnecessary alarm. [Throws a 
mote upon the table, unperceived by ADOLPHINE.. 
Aloud.| This way, this way, my charmer! 

[EHxeunt door in flat,. L. 
Enter MADAME BELLEGARDE, R. 

Belle. Vere mon enfant Adolphine, that she no 
come for her souper? Vat do Isee? IfIcan 
believe my eyes, I see here not her; and vat 
mean this papier? [Reads.] ‘‘Ven next you be- 
hold your vard, she vill be de maitresse of de 
house of Tonson.” Mon Dieu! de pauvre child is 
gone; dat Monsieur Tonson has take her. Oh, 
miséricorde! vat a dark night is dis! Vere Mon- | 
sieur Morbleu? Pauvre enfant, pauvre enfant! 
Monsieur ! Monsieur! {Bxit x., calling. | 


ScENE IV.—Exterior of MORBLEU’S house. 
Tom KING in NAP’s coat, etc., from watch-house. 
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J. King. “Past ten o'clock, and a gaslight :+ 
night!’ All’s quiet yet. [Peeps at the door.) Eh! | 
here he comes, and not without his-errand. He | 
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has stormed the fort, and now, soldier-like, is Te- 

treating with his baggage. 

Enter ARDOURLY, from the house, bearing ADOL- 
PHINE. 

Ard. [aside to KinG.] I’ve succeeded; she’s 
mine. This way, sweet girl, this way ! [Exit R. 

T. King. Mum! he’s carried her off safe enough. 
Somebody coming; I’llinto my box. [Exit into box. 

Enter Nap, with a blunderbuss, L 

Nap. There ; I’ve loaded it just enough to leave 
its mark behind ; one mustn’t go to kill nobody. 
Where’s the key, that I may take my post in the 
garret and wait for this Mr. Townsend; he shall 
nap the contents of this, directly he knocks at the 
door, aS sure as my name is Charley. I shall 
have plenty of time to cry the hour by-and-by. 
[ Unlocks the door and enters MORBLEU’S house. 

T. King. I Jrom the box.] Hum! it’s lucky I staid. 
‘‘ Beware of spring guns.” #Hgad! here’s a cus- 
tomer for him. As [ live, the old Frenchman; 
snug’s the word ; I smell mischief. 

Enter MORBLED, L. 

Mor. Diable! dat it should be all von hoax at last. 
Dat dam Monsieur Tonson is down at de bottom of 
all. 
for de chagrin. I will get my bed. [Going to 
knock, draws back.) Stay, vere is Monsieur Nap? 


he may mistake and shoot me for dis Tonson. 


T. King. Past twelve o’clock ! 


Mor. Ob, he is dere in his box; it is all comme 


il faut. [Knocks at the door.| Madame! Madame 
Bellegarde ! 
Nap. [above.] Aye, aye, Master Townsend ; you 


blackguard, take that; I’m guard here. 
[Fires at MoRBLEU. 

Mor. Oh! by gar, I am murder! I am kill! 
Dat dam Monsieur Tonson ! 

Nap. Eh! zounds! what have I done? I’ve 
shot Mounseer Powder-blue ! here’s a business. 

T. King. [from the box.] Ha, ha, ha! It’s high 
time for me to be off. [Pulls off Nap’s coat, and 
exit, laughing, R. Exit MoRBLEU, hastily, 1 
N AP and MADAME BELLEGARDE at the windows 
of the house holding up their hands in astonish- 
ment. 


SCENE V.—A Room in the Elephant and Castle, 
Newington. 


Enter SNAP and waiters, preparing the room, R. 
Waiters bring on table and two chairs, and exit L. 
Snap. Now, boys, bustle about, the coaches will 

be coming in soon; all stop at the Elephant and 

retial you know. ’ Get the room ready for passen- 
ers 

: Fip. [without, L.] Waiter! waiter ! 

Snap. This way ! this way! this is the parlor. 

Enter FIP, L 

Tip. Has there been a French lady here, in- 
quiring for Mr. Fip or Mr. Assignat ? 

Snap. No, sar. 

Fip. Then the Dover coach has not come in yet ? 

Snap. Not yet, sar. 

Fip. I shall be in the way when it does. 

Snap. Very well, sar. [Hait L. 

Fip. Who the deuce is the French lady my 
master, old Assignat, has sent me to meet? Some 
nun, I think he says, coming from Calais ; to take 
refuge in the convent at Hammersmith, it suppose. 

I'm to give her this letter, and_ take her to our 


chambers in Paper Buildings; de tout mon caur. |: 


No lawyer’s clerk in the kingdom is more au fait 
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I am so vex dat I could almost shoot myself| foreign gentleman here. 


{Act II, Scene 5. 


ee 


at anything of this kind than I am, or cuts a better 
figure, I flatter myself, on eighteen shillings a 
week, than I do. “Well, IN go and look at the 
paper till the coach comes in. [Exit n. 
Enter SNAP, showing in MORBLED, L. 

Snap. This way, sar; this is the parlor, Sar; 
plenty of coaches—Brighton, Dover, Hastings— 
anywhere you like to go to, sar. 

Mor. Begar, I like to go anyvere, vere I no 
meet vit dat dam Monsicur Tonson. Oh, my 
pauvre back! Iam all pepper and fright. 

Snap. As you’ve not made up your mind where : 
you'd please to go, have you made up. your mind 
what you’d please to take, sar f 

Mor. Eh! bien—ah! j'ai trés grand faim. T 
shall take von pork schop. 

Snap. Pork shop ! don’t think there’s any to let 
about this neighborhood, sar. 

Mor. Nonsense! you make de grand mistake. 

Snap. A steak? very well, sar. 

Mor. Vell, a steak vill do very vell; and vaiter— | 

Snap. Steak and water—have ‘em directly, ° 
sar; one on the fire now. [Calling off, R.] Cookey, , 
dish up that steak, with a glass of water, for the |} 
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Enter FIp, R. 
Fip. Well, waiter, coach come in yet, ont 
Snap. No, sar. 
Fip. Hum! then I must amuse myself as well as i 
IT can tillit does. Have you any books of any hand! 
any of the poets? We lawyers’ clerks always 
patronize the poets; best judges in the world ! 
Snap. Our bar-maid has, I believe, sar ; T'll get + 
you one directly. 
Exit R. Fre takes a chair and sits c. 
Mor. Vat vill pauvre Madame Bellegarde do, 
now I leave my shop? though she grande mar- 
chioness, she must go to the vorkhouse, ma foi! 
and Mademoiselle Adolphine, pauvre enfant? 
| Sits down at table, lL. 
Enter SNAP, with steak and water, BR. 
Snap. [to MORBLEUV.] Your steak, sar. 
Mor. Trés bon gargon—I am very faint, so I 
shall take a— 
Snap. [putting it down.] Glass of water, sar! 
Mor. Vell, I may have vorse ting, so I shall 
make myself content. vid dis. 
Fip. Well, waiter, where’s my book ? 
Mor. [cutting the steak.| Now for von nice piece. 
Snap. Beg your pardon, sar, here. it is. - 
Fip. Ha! what have we nee “The Seasons.” | 
i 
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he is ‘everyvere ; 3 at. home, and rod, and ; 


every place in de vorid beside. Ihave leave my ¢ 
maison for him; I have leave my shop, my bou- F 
tique for him, and now he make me leave de '+ 
country and my steak’ for him. Oh! Monsieur 
Tonson! Monsieur Tonson! -- Going Ll. 

_ Fip. Stay, sir, here is some mistake. | 

Snap. Pray, sar; you’ve forgot the steak. 

Voice. [without, i ] Dover coach! That way, | 
ma’am, you'll find the gemman there. [MORBLEU, , 
in attempting to depart hastily, runs against MRS. ; 
THOMPSON, who ts entering at that moment, pre- : 
ceded by a WAITER, L. i. 
Wait. A room for Mrs. Thompson. [2£ztt R. 
Mor. Diable! Je vous demande mille pardons, - 
madame; but dat dam Monsieur ‘Tonson— 
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Act IL, Scene 6.) 


Mrs. T. A countryman, and pronouncing the 
name of Thompson! Can you give me any inform- 
ation of Mr. Thompson, sir ? 

Mor. Eh, diable! Again! 

Fip. My dear sir, I regret that the name of our 
Immortal Thomson— 

Mor. Immortal, by gar! he is immortal, for 
dere never vill be not any end to him: he come 
at all seasons. 

Fip. Yes; his Seasons are his noblest work. In 
spite of your dislike, sir, you must allow me to say, 
I think his death was a great loss to the country. 

Mor. Dead! Vat! is Monsieur Tonson dead ? 

Mrs. T. If itis of Mr. Thompson you are speak- 
ing, sir, I believe there is but too little doubt on 
that subject. 

Fig. No doubt at all, ma’am—I could convince 
you of it in a minute. 

Mor. Den I vill go back to my shop again. 
Ha, ba, ha! Iamso glad. Bon jour, madame! 
bon jour, monsieur—Monsieur Tonson dead! Ha, 
ha ! lira la, lira la! [ Sings. 

Monsicnr Tonson is dead! Monsieur Tonson is dead ! 
Monsieur Tonson is dead ! he is very dead indeed ! 
[Exit, L., singing to the air of ‘‘ Maribrook.” 

Mrs. T. Very strange, that the death of my 
husband should excite such joy in a countryman. 

Fip. You come from Calais, I presume ? 

Mrs. T. I do, sir. 

Fip. This letter, then, will explain everything. 

Mrs. T. [reads.] ‘‘Madame: Agreeably to your 
instructions from Paris, through Monsieur Dupin, 
I have caused advertisements to be inserted in 
the newspapers, offering a reward for any inform- 
ation on the subject of your husband’s death, 
hitherto without effect. Respecting the young 
lady, Miss Adolphine de Courcy, whom you in- 
quire about, I have discovered that she lives at 
the house of a Monsieur Morbleu, a perruquier, in 
the Seven Dials, whither my clerk will wait to 
conduct you, as also to the residence of your 
humble servant, Louis ASSIGNAT.—Paper Build- 
ings, August 24th, 96.” Let me not lose a mo- 
ment in clasping the dear child in my arms. 

Fi. Vl conduct you thither instantly, madame. 
This way, this way. [Aside.] Fine woman, ’pon 
my veracity. [£xeunt L. 


SCENE VI.—xterior of MORBLEUV’S house. 


Enter MORBLED, singing ‘‘ Monsieur Tonson is 
dead,” etc. | 

Mor. Ha, ha, ha! I vill open my shop again. 
[Opens the shutters.| Madame! Madame Belle- 
garde ! [ Knocks. 

Enter MADAME BELLEGARDE from house. 

Embrassez, embrassez, madame—Monsieur Ton- 
son is dead ! ) 

Belle. Oh, mon Dieu! est-il possible, monsieur ? 

Mor. [{c.] Oui, oui, madame; it is all true 
enough—Monsieur Tonson is dead as de nail door, 
and vill never trouble us again. Ve shall live in 
clover now, and sleep as quiet as the night long. 
So ve vill go in and have de littel drop of vite 
liqueur dat dese Anglois call Geneva, and. drink 
confusion to Monsieur Tonson. 

[ Sings, ‘‘ Monsieur Tonson is dead.” 

Belle. If we had but Mademoiselle Adolphine 

here, monsieur— 


Mor. N’importe, n’importe; she shall not be 
lose; de bellman shall run after her very hard 
to-morrow. Come, madame. 

[Exzeunt into the house, singing and dancing. 

Enter Tom KING, L. 

T. King. Ha! here’s the scene of frequent 
mirth. Mypoorold Frenchman. I wonder if he’s 
at home! Egad! Ill knock and see. [Knocks. 
MORBLEU and BELLEGARDE appear ut the door, 

singing. 

Mor. Vell, sare ; you vant to be shave ? 

T. King. Monsicur himself, as I live! 
sir, does one Mr. Thompson live here ? 

Mor. Got dam! Here Monsieur Tonson come 
again. Iam paralyze! 

Belle. Oui, monsieur dead, and dis is his ghost! 

Enter ARDOURLY and ADOLPHINE. 

Adol. My word is pledged ; unravel the mystery 
of my birth, and that moment my hand is yours. 

Ard. I swear it! You are my cousin: these 
letters which you have shown me, as the only 
relic of your father, are in the writing of my uncle; 
the initials, too, correspond: P. T.—Peregrine 
Thompson. 

Mor. Two Monsieur Tonsons! I am tunder- 


Pray, 
Re 

Belle. Dis is de Monsieur Tonson dat steal off 
mademoiselle ! 

T. King. Jack Ardourly ! 

Ard. Tom King! Congratulate me. 

Enter Rusty and THomMpSsSoN, the latter with a 
newspaper. 

Thom. I don’t care, Rusty ; this is my wife’s ad- 
vertisement, and I will answer it in person. Ha! 
here is the Frenchman himself. Now, sir, Mr. 
Thompson is not dead. I am Mr. Thompson, and 
demand my wife. 

Mor. Tree Monsieur Tonsons! Mon Dieu! 
dere is no end of dem. Your vife is no here, I tell 
you; your vife is— 

| Enter F1Ip and Mrs. THOMPSON, R. 
oe This way, madame ; this is Monsieur Mor- 

eu. 

Mrs. T. Then, sir, you will resolve me at once. 
My name is Thompson. 

Mor. Four ‘Tonsons! De vorid is at von end! 

[Faints in MADAME BELLEGARDE’S arms. 

Mrs. T.I come to claim my child, my Adol- 
phine. 

Adol. Ah, my mother! [Embraces her. 

Thom. Rusty, it must be—it is—my wife. 

Mrs. T. My husband! my child! [Zmbrace. 

Rus. Found his wife! then he won’t want me to 
lock him up. 

Thom. Ardourly, you have lost a fortune. 

Ard. But I have gained a wife, sir, by this dis- 
covery, and Iam happy. . 

IT. King. [crosses to c.|: I see your hearts are 
too full for method. Let us in, and mutually 
explain these seeming mysteries. Mr. Thompson 

‘has found a wife and daughter ; they have found 
‘a husband and a father; Ardourly has found a 
bride; Monsieyr Morbleu has found out his per- 
secutors—but will, I trust, with the kind permis- 
sion of our friends, have ample cause to bid our 
Monsieur Tonson welcome, and gently whisper— 
Come again! [Exeunt. 

| THE END. 


COSTUMBES.—MONSIEUR MORBLEU.—Brown tight-bodied coat, brown ankle tights, etc. THOMPSON.—Old man’s 


suit. TOM KING and ARDOURLY.—Flash couts, vests and 


NAP and TRAP.—Ibid. ADOLPHINE aud MRS. 
GARDE.—Old woman's figured gown, high cap, ete. 
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THOMPSON.—Ladies’ modern dresses. : 
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“That which pleases long, and pleases many, must possess some merit.”—Or. JOHNSON, ‘S 


— 


POSHE OSS SSOESSCSSSOS OSS 


CHOICE COLLECTi¢n = 
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° TERRACED COMEDIES “Seay 
| | : 


WITH 
CASTS OF CHARACTERS, STAGE BUSINESS, COSTUMES, RELATIVE POSITIONS, &c., 
ADAPTED TO 


JHE. ftome (CIRCLE, PRIVATE THEATRICALS, AND THE “AMERICAN STAGE. 


‘Entered accordin ‘to Act of Con rreas, in the year 1878, by WHEAT & CORNETT, In the Office 
V OL. 4, . of the Librarian of Congress, at Was ington, D. C. : N O . 44. 


a 


THE Jed. I believe he’s not up yet. 
Capt. The lazy rascal! but ’tis all your fault. 


STAGE-STRUCK YANKEE :|siaigzoukeepim upeolatetor, ast night, eb 


Capt. Yes, “ out with it,” as the father said to 


QW Farce, in One Act. his boy when he swallowed the nutmeg grater. 
[Sits L. of table.] Ah! here comes Curtis; I hear 
| BY O. E. DURIVAGE, ESQ. the clatter of his cowhides. But where’s the boy’s 
| voice? He commonly begins the day with “‘.Yan- 
CAST OF CHARACTERS. kee Doodle,” and ends with * Sally in our Alley,” 
age. onions National, .Y., |or rather Jedidah in our kitchen. Eh? ha, ha! 
l ble.....Mr. T. M’Cutcheon. Mr. Siple. 
Rape a Cee ae Enter CURTIS CHUNK, L. 
Ourtis Ohunk....... ‘* O. E. Durivage. “ G.E. Locke. Cur. “*Who see the sun to-day 
PUCNATE visiis dc ieesvcae. Adams. ‘* Rose. C, N Vl b b d til >. 
Miss Fanny Magnet.Mrs. J.B. Booth, Jr. Mrs. W.G. Jones. apt. Not you, e bound, until ‘twas two 
, Jedidah.....csccccves Miss Coombs. Miss Barber. - hours high. 
| ee eS Cur. Ah! I’ve had such dreams. 
' SCENE I.—A Room; breakfast laid for three;| Capt. Dreams! oh, come, wake up! you are 
! chairs, etc., around. | dreaming now—come, rub your eyes and come to 
| JEDIDAH discovered. your breakfast. | 


Jed. Oh, dear! a dear! I haven't slept a Cur. It was only jest a dream—but then such 


wink all night, and all for thinking of that good-/| #2 @Wful one, such a horrible one. Oh! 


; : Falls into chair, R 
for-nothing Curtis Chunk. What a state he was ; [ : y “Ne 
in when he came home last night, or rather this| ,.C#. 1 believe you've got the nightmare now. 


morning, for it was after twelve when I let him ae ae de bs Plas etal tae . 
inj and only uae ae although: Vd saved: lis have been stirring at daybreak and down at the 
supper hot, he wouldn’t speak a word to tell me river to seo if the sloop sailed Do you think she’s 
where he had been, but kept talking of murder- ; 


ing, and killing, and such ay and then he'd ya ad y Y'm busy.” 

langh and tell me what a beautiful cretur he’d| — ‘ : F 
seen, and how he loved her—the brute! This to] , a dh oe Fe Fata Riad Tell me, will the 
me, when to-morrow we are to be married. The|*°0P + OvY 80 ing 


: : ; : Cur. “ Begone, thou troublest me.” 
more I think of it, the more I am convinced he’s Capt. Troubl est! Why, have you 1 ed 


been down to that plaguey theatre that’s been ; : 
showing in Squire Josh’s barn. What would ‘his Quaker or a fool? Curtis, Curtis, you’ve been 


’ , | taking your habituals this morning, your breath 
father say? He’d be the death of him. But I won bce otis at worm wood. Now tell me if you are 
put up with such treatment; I won’t have a word ober: and which way the wind is? 
to say to him till he makes everything as plain as|§® Cu br Tin. notin fie vein.” | Takes out playbill 
the nose on his face. But here’s his father. Oh, yaa Y ttin thy | k t me pray a 
Curtis Chunk ! Curtis Chunk ! DO ee foe oh eee 
to turn the poor boy’s head—partner one day 

Enter CAPTAIN CHUNK, L. and husband the next. Curtis, you may talk 

Cap. Ah, Jedidah, good morning; but how’s|nonsense till after breakfast,-but then we must 

this ? You look as sad as a tombstone. This isno| commence performing our business seriously. | 

day to be sorrowful; to-day makes my son my| Cur. [reading.] ‘‘The performance to com-— 
partner, and to-morrow he’s your partner for life. | mence with the tragedy of—” 

' But what is the matter ? Jed. He’s raving—distracted. 
Jed. I—I—didn’t sleep well last night. Capt. Yes, and you’ve helped to make him so. - 
Capt. No, Pll be sworn, thinking of the happy | But I must bustle; here, Richard—I suppose, now, 

day,eh? You sat up late with Curtis, too—ha, | that rascal is out of the way. Richard, I say! 

ha! Courting, ch? ha, ha! Well, Curtis takes : 

after his father. Just before I was married, the Enter RICHARD, L., with boots. , 

way I courted my gal was ridiculous. But where| Why, you pimp, I had to call you three. times, 

is Curtis? Richard. 
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Cur. [reading.] ‘ Richard three.” 


Capt. Ah! you've brought my boots, that’s all |jured villain! 


I wanted; now go out, or I'll throw the boot-jack 
at your head, and will— 
Cur. [reading.| ‘“‘ Conclude with the death of 
Richard.” . [Hxit RICHARD, L. 
Capt. Ob! go on with your jargon; Tl make 
you sing another song after breakfast. 
Cur. [reading.] ‘‘ After which a comic song.” 
Capt. Jedidah, pass the fool the bread and 
butter. 
Cur. [reading.] ‘“‘ Butter, and cheese, and all.” 
Capt. That’s right, now you've come to your 


- senses, we'll eat our breakfast; and though you 


may feel perplexed, I hope, for the rest of the 
day, yowll conclude to act with a laughing face. 
Cur. [reading.| ‘‘ The whole to conclude with 


_@ laughable farce.” 


Capt. But come, move your jaws, and leave that 
account till after breakfast. A memorandum, I 
suppose, of the auction sales yesterday. By the 
bye, what did those boxes of sugar fetch ? 

. Cur. [reading.| ‘ Boxes—fifty cents.” 

Capt. Don’t lie, Curtis, that’s no joke. Think 
of the punishment of liars—the bottomless pit. 

Cur. [reading.] ‘‘ Pit—twenty-five cents.” 

Capt. You are mad or drunk. Never mind, 
Marriage will sober you—it did me, and I was 
happy—so you will be, when you have been mar- 
ried a year or two. 

Cur. [reading.] ‘‘ Children half price.” [Puts 
up bil.| Ha, ba, ha! Oh, dad, you’d ought to 
have been there. Oh, dad, I see such sights last 


night. 
Capt. Pshaw ! 
Cur. Yes, you're right there, at the show. W 


| you ever at a show, dad? | 


Capt. Yes, I went out to Brighton Cattle-show. 

a But did you ever see anything acted right 
out 

Capt. If you don’t talk common sense, you'll see 
yourself kicked out. 

Cur. Oh, you'd ought to seen that show down 
to Squire Josh’s barn. I was there last night. It 
only cost me twenty-five cents. I sot in the pit. 

Capt. [starting.| What! you go to see the 
play-actors? Can I believe my ears? And do 
you dare to tell your father that you were present 
at their diabolical abominations ? 

Cur. Oh, dad, you don’t know once—I never 
see such handsome sights. There was a bloody 
tyrannical sojer, King Richard Three, that made 
nothing of chopping off heads by the dozens. But 
then he got rowed up Salt Creek at last; for there 
was another chap, that must have been a colonel 
or a major, tackled him, and fit like murder, and 
bime-by he run his sword right through his body, 
so that it stuck out on t’/other side, and that ’ere 
was the death of King Richard Three. 

Capt. Zounds and the devil! I see it all, and 
this accounts for your conduct. But [ll never 
forgive you—you shan’t sleep another night under 
this roof! I’m done with you forever, and you 
shan’t have Jedidah! 

Cur. Look here, dad, you don’t know as much 
as a farrow hen. As for Jedidah, she’s been 
marked at for more than her heft. I used to 
think that she went ahead of everything on the 
road, but I see a gal last night that cut Jedidah 
right out of her swathe. 

Jed. [rises and comes forward, c.| Oh, dear, I 
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can hold no longer. 


You good-for-nothing per- 
[ Cries. 

Cur. Well, that’s pretty fair; but you don’t cry | 
so natural as they did at the show—there they | 
squaked right out. | 

Capt. I shall go mad. [Crosses to c.] Are you 
my son? Is your name Curtis Chunk? 

Cur. Yes, Curtis Chunk—called for short, Cur. 
Chunk. 

Capt. Out of my way, you rascal! out of my 
sight, or [ll be the death of you. I'll strangle 
you, you dog! 

Cur. Dad, you'd be a first-rate hand to act out 
King Richard Three. You're jest about as round- 
shouldered as him; got jest such bandy legs. 

Capt. Out of my sight, sir! 

Jed. [crosses to c.] And out of my sight, sir, if 
you don’t want me to drop right down a stiffened 
corpse, for you'll be the death of me. But if I die, 
I declare and vow I’ll haunt your bedside. 

Cur. And, Jedidah, you’d do to act one of them 
women King Richard was so sassy to, for they did 
nothing but bulloch, and beller, and jaw, and blow 
their noses. But, oh! in the fuss, that ’ere splen- 
diferous angel—obh, Jedidah! wasn’t she a buster ? 

Capt. Oh, miserable boy ! 

Cur. Dad, I reckon you’ve got tbe janders. I 
ain’t miserable, no how you can fix it. I ain’t done 
nothing but laugh all night. You’d ought to have 
seen the clown there; his name was Gregory. He 
was areal green one; but be made such sport. 
He sot out to set the table, and I'll show you how 
he done it. ° had crockery. 

Capt. Ob, he’s beside himself! Put down the 
waiter! Where the devil is he carrying it to? 
[Follows CURTIS, and JEDIDAH follows CAPT. 
CHUNK. 

Cur. Yes, that’s right; now you're acting it 
right out. Clear the coast! [Turns round, runs 
against CAPT. CHUNK, crockery falls and breaks, 
JEDIDAH screams. 

Capt. I shall go mad! Ob, you scoundrel! 

Cur. Yes, that’s the idee! Ha, ha! Then all 
the people laffed, and hurra’d, and clapped, and I 
couldn’t stand it, so I snorted right out, and laffed 
so much I tore my trousers and my shirt. But 
why don’t you laugh, dad? 

Capt. Laugh! [ve made up my mind you 
shall have a strait-jacket and go to the insane 
hospital, and as for these miserable play-actors, 
their license shall be stopped, and bag and bag- 
gage they shall leave the town. 

Cur. Well, ’ve made up my mind, too: if they 
leave the town, I go along with them. They are 
a fine, honorable set of fellows. After the play I 
took all hands into our store and treated ’em; 
and they said they’d make a play-actor of me. 
And as for that ’ere gal I seed, I’m desperate in 
love with her, and [ll marry her right off. Miss 
Fanny Magnet is her angelliferous name; I’m go- 
ing to see her to-day; but first I’m going to write 
her a love-letter, to let her know how savageously 
I dote on her. So, Jedidah, you needn’t shine up 
to me any longer. 

Jed. Oh, dear! oh, dear! [ Crying. 

Capt. Pll go instantly and see this she-devil. 
[Puts on his boots.) Richard! 


Enter RICHARD, L. 


Saddle my. horse directly ! 
Rich. What horse will you have, sir? 
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Capt. Saddle the sorrel. [Exit RICHARD, L. 

Cur. As Richard Three says, “ Saddle the white 
sorrel for the field to-morrow.” 

Capt. Go to the devil, you rascal! [Throws 
slipper at him.] And do you, Jedidah, go to your 
room; don’t remain in the company of this mad- 
man. I'll soon give matters a new turn. Oh, 
Curtis, Curtis Chunk ! [Lxit i. 

Cur. | 

‘* Toot away, trumpets, beat the big bass-drums, 
And make these women hold their tongues. ”’ 

Jed. Till go and hang myself behind the door in 

the kitchen. Oh, Curtis Chunk! Curtis Chunk! 
[ Cries bitterly, and exit R. 

Cur. Well, she does take on desperate bad, but 
I can’t help it. What’s she, compared to that 
angelic and splendiferous Fanny? But I mustn’t 
lose no time! Ill write a love-letter and send it 
right off, and she’ll read it while ’m dressing in 
my Sunday clothes. [Yl put on my yaller vest 
and stiffest shirt collar, and if my rig-out don’t 
take her fancy, then she’s fire-proof. [Sits at 
table.| I don’t know hardly how to begin. I 
never wrote a love-letter. I suppose it must be 
in poetry. Gol darn it, this pen is as blunt as a 
rolling pin. [ Whittles it with a case knife.| Now 
for it. { Writes. 


‘*T write, dear Fanny, for to tell 
How in love with you I fell. 
Except Jedidah, you're the fust 
That ever made my heart to bust. 
Jedidah, I have quit and cussed her, 
All for you, pos little buster! 
Your eyes like lightning bugs do glitter, 
You most consummate, beautiful critter, 
And I shall be in tarnal torture 
Till you let me come and court you. 
I guess you'll find a lad of spunk 
Is Curtis, called for short Cur. Chunk.” 

There’s um. ‘‘ Miss Fanny Magnet, this side u 
? 


with care.” Richard! 
Enter RICHARD, L. 


Here, Richard, carry this letter down to—to the 
Columbian Hotel, where the show folks stop. 
Give it to the barkeeper, and tell him to give it, 
right straight off, to Miss Fanny Magnet, accord- 
ing to the direction. Now away,away! [zit 
RICHARD, L.] I'll walk right through you, if you 
longer stay. By mighty, I feel kind o’ curious ; 
I ajn’t felt so since last Fourth of July, when I 
' got so swizzled on gin and molasses. I’m afeard 
to see Miss Fanny. I shan’t durst to say half 
as much as I’ve written in that letter—though 
when 1 get my best clothes on I feel darned fierce. 
I hate most to see Jedidah take on so. I must be 
an everlasting loss toher. I hope she ain’t got no 
real notion of committing susanside. If J find 
her hanging up anywhere round the house, I'll cut 
her down, by hookey! Then she talks about 
haunting my bedside—darn it, that would be 
worse than bedbugs! I’ve heard of such things! 
[Introduces song, and exit nr. 


ScENE II.—Room in a Tavern. 


Enter DOUGLAS DOUBLE and FANNY MAGNET, R. 

Doub. It’s clear that something must be done. 
We're on the “Road to Ruin,” and there’s 
“ The Devil to Pay.” Think but of ‘‘ Raising the 


| Fan. Well, I've done all I could. You know 3: 


that I consented to be called Miss Fanny Magnet, 3 : 
when in fact ’m Mrs. Double, and you've called 3 : 
me a great attraction. Now I should like to» 
know how much I attracted last night? 

Doub. Six dollars, seven shillings and four 
pence. 

Fan. Well, we’ve done worse than that—hope 
for the best. 

Doub. Hope! soI do keep hoping. Haven't! \ 
been lingering here day after day ? Monday was } 
our last night; Tuesday positively the last night; } 
Wednesday definitively the last night; Thursday } 
the ultimate performance. All depends upon my } 
benefit to-night, when, if you really prove 4 great } 
attraction, we shall quit the town with flying colors. + 

Fan. How are you going to play the endles 3 
variety of pieces you’ve advertised ? Why, you've * | 
put up half a dozen. ; 

Doub. Cut ’em, cut’em. Cut and come again, 
my maxim. Ah! to-night Ill astonish then, 
show them what versatility of talent is! ‘“ Rich- 
ard,”—‘‘ Bombastes,”—“ Sylvester Daggerwood,’ 
—‘*Caleb Quotem,” — Hornpipe, — Song,. “Jim 
Crow,”—Tli do it all. 

Fan. Well, I was so much amused at a country 
youth who sat in the pit. Ithink he was smitten 
with me, or else he had never been to a theatre 
before; for every word I spoke he cried out, “ en- 
core,” ‘‘ encore.” 

Doub. D——n him! 

Fan. What! ‘Is he jealous ?” 

Doub. No! no! no! 

Fan. Well, I think you may count upon bis 
patronage to-night for fifty cents. 

Doub. No, twenty-five; he sits in the pit. 

Capt. [without L.] I tell you I will come up; 
offer to stop me and I'll knock you down. 

Doub. Eh! what’s the meaning of this noise 
upon the stairs? 
' Fan. I say, Double, if it’s any one to see me, lm 
not at home, you know. | 

Doub. It may be somebody for tickets—business 
is business. Exit 8. 

Fan. Well, well, I cannot easily forget the com- 
ical actions of that Yankee. Ah! who comes here? 


Enter Capt. CHUNK, L. 


Capt. [aside.| Ah! there she stands, the sar- 
pent. I can’t bear to look upon the critter, for ! 
never was in such company before. I dare say 
she’s some old harridan, all paint and wrinkles 
(Fanny turns to him.] Why, she’s as likely a 
looking girl as Jedidah. I thought Id blaze away 
the moment I saw her, but somehow my spirit 
leaking away as fast as it can. Oh! I’m so tel 
der-hearted. 

Fan. To what am I indebted for the honor of 
this visit ? 

Capt. (aside.| Pl put myself into a bit of 2 
passion. 

Fan. Pray be seated. , [ They stt. 

Capt. [aside.] Dear me, how very polite! How- 
ever, she can’t fool me. [Aloud.] Pray, madame, 
is your name Fanny Magnet ? 

Fan. Yes, sir, that’s my name—at your service. 
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Capt. ee Yes, and anybody else’s, I sup- 
pose. [Aloud.] Pray, ma’am, do you know my son 
Fan: Why, what a strange question! I dont 
even know you. 
Capt. My name is Chunk, old Captain Chunk. 


Ca Sea oe I es he Site Sit cc at as an ee te ee a a ee a el en 
AEOAADELHS OSS GOFF bEEESESSSSSFF44d4OSOOSOFF FFF OLESLIOSPSISELESSSSISESOLISI SES EEE EG OLATHE 


Wind,” and I’m the man “‘ Who wants a Guinea.” 
The landlord has grown as crusty as his old 
3; mouldy bread, and I can’t get credit at the bar 
;| even for a drink. 
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My son, a 
good-for-nothing fellow, came to see you act out 
last night. 

Fan. Well, sir, I trust he was pleased with the 
performance ? 

Capt. Pleased, ma’am! why, the boy’s as crazy 
as acoot. He has done nothing but holler and 
scream all the forenoon, and call for his horse, and 
talk about Richard, and Catesby, and the devil 
knows who. 

Fan. Ha, ha! this must be the youth of last 
night. Well, sir, is this all? 

Capt. No, ma’am—it isn’t all, ma’am—he has 
| engaged to marry Jedidah Pratt, bis cousin, 
ma’am, and till last night he liked her very well; 
but since he’s seen you he’s treated poor Jedidah 
| shamefully, and talks of nothing but Miss Fanny 

Magnet. 

Fan. Ua, sir, what could he see in my face to 
| admire ? 

| — Capt. Well, I don’t know what—ha, ha, ha! 
You're not so bad-looking, after all. Now I look 
at you again, you're a smart, Dice gal. But don’t 
try to get Curtis away from Jedidah—it would 
| break her heart. 

Fan. My dear sir, I could not doit. (Smiles. 

Capt. I don’t know that; egad, if you smiled 
on him as you did on me just now, it would be all 
over with him. You pretty little—I mean, Miss 
Fanny Magnet. 

Fan. Well, now, I declare, you're a nice old 
gentleman ! 

Capt. Am I, though? Well, perhaps I am, 
though I never found it out. 

Fan. Yes, you are; and if your son is only half 
as well bred, and as good— 
| Capt. Come, now, none of that, Miss Fanny 

Magnet, or you'll make me wrathy again. But 
| between you and I, I should very much like to 
| know what you did to tickle Curtis so, last night ? 
' What did you act out ? 

Fan. Why, first I spouted, for instance, and 
then I danced, and then I sang a little. 

Capt. Sang! what, can you sing? I dare say 
you can, you little rogue. I beg your git 
ma’am. I. love singing, and as far as Old Hun- 
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Pray, let’s hear you. 
Fan. [sings.] 
‘An old man will never do for me, 
For May and December can never agree.” 
Capt. Why, will nothing but a young man serve 
your turn? Egad! you sing like a bobolink. 
You’ve made me fee] so merry, I verily believe I 


; dred goes, I’m something of a fist at it myself. 


could dance. 

Fan. So could I, you dear old man. [Sings 
“Buy a Broom,” and waltzes him round the stage. 

Capt. Dear me, young woman, how improper. 
I declare, you’ve set my head whirling, and my 
brain keeps whizzing like the in’ards of a clock in 
aquinsy. You've absolutely turned my head. If 
you acted out so with my son, no wonder he came 
home last night as crazy as a coot. 

Doub. [without B.) 


“Limbs, do your office, and support mo well ; 
Bear me but to her, then fail me, ifyou can.” 


Fan. There’s my manager! for Heaven’s sake 
go, old man—if he sees you here he'll be in a 
dreadful passion. 

Capt. Well, well, Pll be gone. I can’t find it in 


————————— —— tS 


my heart to scold you—but just try and don’t 

love Curtis Chunk. I know it’s hard to resist him, 

for he takes after me-—but now don’t spile him. 

Pm off. Think about Jedidah—I’m going ; it will 

be the death of her—I’m gone. (Evit L. 
Fan. Well, this is truly whimsical. 


Enter DOUBLE, R. 


Doub. ‘The sun of heaven methought was 
loth to set.” Pray, Fanny, who was that tire- 
some, old man, and what were you talking about? 
Your conversation was full five lengths. 

Fan. He’s the father of the youth I captivated 
last night, so now you know the secret. 

Doub. The deuce he was! Here, there came a 
letter to you, which I assumed a husband’s privi- 
lege of reading. It contains a request to see you, 
enclosing the following verses. 

[Reads and laughs. 

Fan. Oh! do let me see them. 

Doub. When he comes Ill kick him out. 

Fan. No, Double, don’t play the farce of “Turn 
Out”; leave him to me, and I’ll show him how to 
play the “ Double Dealer.” 

Doub. What! trust you with a fascinating 
young man ? 

Fan. Yes, youmust, Double. ‘ Believe me for 
mine honor, and have respect for mine honor, that 
you may believe so.” Exit R. 

Doub. Devilish fine woman, though I say it 
that shouldn’t. In the metropolis she’d draw— 
she’d be a great attraction. So should I, I’m 
sure. We'd have a smashing benefit, and when 


we were called out before the curtain, I should © 


take her by the hand, and, advancing to the foot- 
lights, say : Ladies and gentlemen, we return you 
our most: sincere thanks for your patronage this 
evening, and believe us when we say— 


Enter CURTIS CHUNK, L. 


Who the devil are you ? | 
Cur. By Jehoshaphat! It’s Richard Three! 
Doub. Douglas Double, at your service—Man- 

ager of the Eagle Circuit Company. 

Cur. And ’m Curtis Chunk; called, for short, 
Cur. Chunk. By beeswax, I’m glad to see you! 
You acted out that ’ere tyrant first-rate; but you 
got an almighty thrashing at the last. Ifthat ’ere 
fellow with the tin coffee-pot on his head, and the 
pot-kiver on his arm, didn’t walk into you with 
ay ere ironspit, then it ain’t no matter. 


oud. 
“A sweeter and a lovelier gentleman, 
. Framed in the prodigality of Nature, 
Young, valiant, wise, and no doubt quite royal, 
The spacious world cannot again afford.” 


Cur. Bravo! Bravo! Hurrah for Richard 
Three ! 

‘Doub. You seem to be a lover of dramas ? 

Cur. No, ’m a lover of Jedidah’s; and as for 
drams, I don’t make it a practice to, though I do 
get swizzled Fourth of July, and muster, regular 
as a tea-pot. 

Doub. I mean, you're fond of shows ? 

Cur. I want to know if I aint? though father 
keeps one up so darned tight, I can’t get a lick 
at ’em once in a hundred years. Last night was 
the first time I ever seen a play acted ee out. At 
first I thought you were all swizzled, and you 
might have’ heard me sing out, ‘‘ Tomatoes! do 
they act so day-times, or are they all tight?” But 
bime-by I began to sce through it. Come to 
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think, it wasn’t the first big show I ever see, ’cause 
I carried Jedidah to sce the Mammoth Caravan, 
and wasn’t that a snorter! { Tells story. 

Doub. Ha, ha, ha! You are no greenhorn. 

Cur. I want to know if I am not? No, no, not 
I! Don’t I know a thingortwo? I rather guess 
Ido. I can manufacture cat-skin into outer kids, 
and turn half a dozen wooden bacon hams in an 
hour, and, ’twixt you and I, if I could act out as 
you do, I shouldn’t wonder. 

Doub. Nor I, upon my soul! you have a noble 
figure for the stage. 

Cur. I’ve a darned good mind to go along with 
you. What wages do you give a green hand ? 

Doub. Well, that depends upon circumstances. 

Cur. Try before you buy, that’s father’s maxim. 
Well, I dont think I could act without a little 
practice. Guess I could go Richard Three, arter 
I’d learned the lesson. [Strikes an attitude.) A 
hoss! a hoss! | 

Doub. Bravo! bravo! you could do it very well. 

Cur. And then when it came to the fightin’ part 
—by ee wouldn’t I jump around and lick 
everybody I come across? I wouldn't let that 
tarnal Richmond lick me like he did you. I’d have 
that old skewer out of his hand and kick him out 
darned quick. 

Doub. But, as you say, you couldn’t have done 
it without practice or study. Now I'll be your 
instructor. Come, let’s rehearse aspeech or two. 
Til spout a line and you repeatit. Are you ready ? 
Now vou must take the stage. 

Cur. Where to—tarnation ? 

Doub. Pshaw! observe me. 

Cur. Go ahead, I'll follow you. Give us some- 
thing solid, now. 
repeats every line. 

Doub. 

‘‘A thousand hearts are great within my bosom. 
Advance your standards! Set upon our foes! 
Our ancient word of courage, Good St. George ! 


Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons ! 
Uponthem! Charge!" 


Cur. By gosh! this is as bard work as hoeing 
corn. I’m all out of breath. But I tell you what, 
I want you to introduce me to that splendiferous 


critter, Miss Fanny Magnet. Tl shin up to her| extravagant a liberty. [Astde.] I don’t fancy the 
like a hero, court her like I did Jedidah, and if|taste of Day & Martin. | 


she don’t surrender, then it ain’t no matter. Go 
ahead ! 
Doub. “Was ever womanin this humor wooed ?” 
[Exeunt . 


ScENE III.—A Room meanly furnished ; chairs, 
table, tumbler of water, band-box, with bonnet, 

_ Shoe brushes, men’s shoes, theatrical dresses 
scattered about in disorder. FANNY discovered. 
Dress similar to ‘ Nelly’s,” in “No Song, no 
Supper”; pipe in her mouth, brushing a man’s 
shoe. 


Fan. Well, I think this disguise will somewhat 
dis 
think me so beautiful as when he saw me on the 
stage last night. I shouldn’t wonder if the scene 
between us would be worth dramatizing; but, eh ! 
he is here! 

[Puts pipe in her mouth and brushes shoe. 


Enter CURTIS CHUNE, L. 


Cur. How d’ye do? 
Fan. Who are you? 
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[DOUBLE speaks, and CURTIS 


gust my ardent lover. At any rate, he’ll not|much to change my mind. 


Cur. My name is Curtis Chunk ; called for short, 
Cur. Chunk. 

Fan. Well, you can squat down, I s’pose ? 

Cur. Well, I can’t stop, not now ; I come to see 
Miss Fanny Magnet. 

Fan. Say, you're her sweetheart, ain’t you? 

Cur. I love her most extemporaneously. You're 
her servant gal, ain’t you? 

Fan. Say, you bean’t afraid of me, be you? 

[Smuts her face. 

Cur. I ain’t afeared of no white gal, or nigger |* 
either, and your face is six of one, and about half |* 
a dozen of t’other. 

Fan. Say, don’t give me no sass. 

Cur. I mousse you might like to know you've 
got a gob of blacking on it. 

Fan. Say, did you come to see Miss Fanny 
Magnet ? 

Cur. Yes, that lovely, all-thunderin’ fine gal. 

Fan. Take hold and brush that shoe, then. 

Cur. Darn it, I just washed my hands, and I 
shall spatter my trousers all over. 

Fan. Them’s Miss Fanny’s shoes. 

Cur. These ’ere? Go along. 

Fan, Yes, they are—why not ? 

Cur. Why, dain it, they’d fit me, and my foot’s 
a foot and a half. 

Fan. Don’t you know who I am ? 

Cur. Yes—youw’re the ugliest white gal I ever 
see. 

Fan. Well, I’m Miss Fanny Magnet. 

Cur. You git out. : 

Fan. Is this your love for me ? | 

Cur. Love for you? Why, yow’re no more like }— 
Miss Fanny Magnet than a sowbug’s like 4 
woodchuck. 

Fan. Will you just examine my face ? 

Cur. I can hardly see through that coat of Day : 
é& Martin. Why, no !—yes!—it is, by golly !—Irm 
blamed if it ain’t! ' 

Fan. Are you satisfied ? 

Cur. Yes, ma’am; I hope I see you fine. 

Fan. If you are my sweetheart, just take my 
hand and kiss it. 

Cur. Oh, Miss Fanny, that would be taking too j{ 
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Fan. Why don’t you take hold ? | 

Cur. Well, here goes. [Kisses her hand. Aside.) | 
It’s Japan blacking, and [ve got a mouthful. | 

Fan. Ha, ha, ha | You are a proper nice man. | 

(Falls on his neck. 

Cur. No, I ain’t, by a jugful. 

Fan. Yes! you are a dear man. 

Cur. Hollo! this is more than I bargained for. 
D—n it! you'll smother me! 

Fan. What! do you disdain me ? 

Cur. No, I don’t want nothing to do with you. 

Fan. Didn’t you write me a letter telling me 
how much you loved me ? 

Cur. Yes! but I’ve rather concluded pretty | 


i a a 


Fan. Oh! I shall faint right off. | 
Cur. Now don’t you, it will make such a muss. 
Fan. I will! Oh, you deceiver! oh! oh! 
Cur. Here's a flare-up. What on earth shall | 
I do? Here's some water. I reckon that will fetch | 
her to. [Brings down tumbler of water; FANNY 
takes it, chuses him round the stage, and finally 
throws it in his face.| Darn your picter! what are 
you about? You've taken all the stiffening out of 
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my dickey, and now I shall tumble right through 


} mny shirt. 


Fan. You traitor, won’t you marry me? 
Cur. Tll see you darned first. [FANNY takes 
broom and chases him round stage, CURTIS crying. | 


-$| Help! murder! take her off. 


Enter DOUBLE, R., with sword. 


Doub. Ha! what doIsee? [Strikes attitude. 
Fan. Douglas! save me, save me! 
Doub. Villain, let go thy hold. [Rushes for- 


| ward and throws FANNY round to L., strikes 


another attitude.| Base ravisher, draw and defend 


| thyself! 


dog! 


Cur. Draw! why, I ain’t got note to draw. 
Doub. Ha! Coward! then die the death of a 
[Drives CURTIS round the stage, thrusting 


| at him; he defends himself with band-box. 


Fan. Oh! I’m ruined! undone! 
Doub. And you shall be avenged! I demand 


t} satisfaction ! 


Cur. Why, look here, King Richard, I never 
tackle no woman, nor wild cats neither, but I ain’t 
a mite afeared of you; but put down that spit, 
and [ll plough and harrow you in less than no 
time. | 

Jed. [without, L.] I tell you I'll see her face to 
face, and I'll tear her all to pieces! 

Doub. The plot thickens; here is one of the 
legitimate wild cats. 


JEDIDAH rushes in L. 


Jed. Where is the minx ? Where is this Fanny 
Magnet ? 

Cur. I tell you what, Jedidah, you’d better keep 
clear of her. She’ll walk right through you like 
soap-suds down a sink. 

Jed. Stand out of the way, you perjured wretch! 
Where is Fanny Magnet, I say ? 

Fan. Here she is. What have you got to say? 

Jed. Be youshe? And did you forsake your true 
love for this wretch, Curtis Chunk ? 

Fan. Yes, he has, and what have you got to say 
to that? 

Jed. I came here to give you a piece of my 
mind. 

Fan. He promised to marry me, and marry me 
he shall, and if you ain’t careful what you say, I'll 
slap your face. 

Jed. If you do, V'll scratch your eyes out. 

Fan. Take that, then! [Slaps her face. 

Jed. And you take that, and that. 

[They fight. 

Doub. Ladies! pray don’t expose yourselves. 

Jed. Til be the death of her. 

Cur. I say, King Richard Three, we must choke 
them off. [JEDIDAH and Fanny try to fight each 
other. DOUBLE holds FANNY, CURTIS holds JEDI- 
DAH, who turns and beats him.) Hollo! thun- 
der and lightning! 

Fan. Oh! if I could but get at her! 

Jed. Let me go, you vile deceiver ! 

Cur. No, you don’t, by thunder! 

Doub. Fanny, my dear, retire and compose 
yourself. 

Fan. I will, dear Double; but if there’s law in 
the land I'll have it. I’ll sue for a breach of prom- 
ise. Exit R. 
Cur. Good riddance, too! Now look here, King 
Richard Three, these women have raised my dan- 
der, I’ve been so jofiredly— 
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Doub. Beaten, bobbed and thumped. ; 
Cur. Exactly so. Come on, King Richard 


‘Three, and I'll lick you pretty darn supple. 


Doub. No, it must not be. The lady has shown 
you the preference, and I'll resign all claims. 
You'll marry her, of course ? 

Cur. If I do, may I be drained through a saw- 
mill and converted into slabs. She talks of dam- 
ages, though, and Is’pose she can recover, though 
I didn’t make her any decided offer of marriage. 
But then a chap in York State had to pay three 
hundred dollars just for dreaming he promised to 
marry a gal; but I wouldn’t marry her, not if she 
was a conglomeration of specie. 

Jed. You wouldn’t ?—sartin true? and do you 
love me? 

Cur. Tremendously ! 

Jed. And will you marry me? 

Cur. Sartin, you little domesticated wild cat. 
Kiss me and make up. 

Jed. Ain’t you ashamed ? 

Cur. Not a mite. Now don’t be squeamish. 
[Kisses her.] There wasn’t no Day & Martin 
about that. That was the raw material. Darn 
it, let’s have another squeeze. [Kisses her again. 


Enter CAPTAIN CHUNK, L. 


Capt. That’s right! keep atit! keep at it! Tol 
ol! [ Dances. 
Cur. Hello, dad! have you got the spring-halt ? 

Capt. No; but ’m the happiest old fellow alive 
—that is, if my eyes don’t deceive me. You've 
oon to your senses. You'll have Jedidah, won't 
you | 7 
Cur. Yes, dad, I reckon [ve come to my oats. 
But I ain’t got off so easily. This ’ere Fanny 
swears she’ll marry me whether I will or no, or 
else she’ll sue me for a breach of promise. Now I 
don’t like the idea of going to law. Damages 
would make considerable of a hole in our specie, 
partner. 

Capt. Never mind; what can’t be cured must 
be endured! but perhaps we can compromise. 
Can’t you give us a word of advice in the matter, 
Mr. Manager ? 

Doub. I think I can. I have a little interest in 
the lady in question. The fact is, since we opened 
our establishment for the gratification of your en- 
lightened community, we have met with consid- 
erable opposition from many who asserted that 
our performances were of an immoral tendency. 

Capt. A parcel of bigoted boobies. I was one, 
but my eyes are open. 

Doub. Well, sir, our receipts have been so un- 
comfortably small, that we arein considerable ar- 
rears. Now one crowded house would set us 
afloat, and if, through your influence— 

Capt. I understand, and Vl patronize you. I'll 
take every ticket, and pay you cash, and Jedidah 
shall come and see the beautiful rival. 

Jed. Beautiful! she’s as homely as sin. 

Doub. Jealousy! nothing but jealousy! But 
don’t be alarmed; Miss Fanny Magnet will give 
you no further cause for uneasiness. 

Capt. That’s right. But, Curtis, you had a 
narrow escape. It’s lucky you didn’t see Miss 
Fanny ; it would have been all over with you. 

Cur. Well, I have seen her, and she was pretty 
nigh the death of me. 

Capt. She’s most angelical. 

Cur. She’s most diabolical. 
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Capt. Come, come, Curtis, you shan’t slander | than you embraced jest now. Now what do you 
her. She’s an angel, I say! Such languishing! think, Jedidah? ain’t she a buster? By mighty! 
eyes, such ruby lips, such polished skin— _ I love her just as bad as ever! 
Cur. Yes, polished with Knapp’s Japan black-| Fan. My friend, were I ever so much inclined + 
ng. to favor your suit, if is notin my power. My hand + 
Doub. Hey-day! here’s playing at cross-pur-'is not at my disposal; I am not single. 
poses with a vengeance. But here comes the| Doub. No, you are Double. Ladies and gentle- 
| lady to decide the dispute. men, [taking her hand] Mrs. Fanny Double, wife 
Enter FANNY, in her first dress, R. of Douglas Double, Esquire. 
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Doub. Thanks, generous friends! And now 
may fortune favor us, and grant that our w-. 
ceasing efforts to please may indeed prove a 


Jed. And then it was you, and in fun all along? 
Cur. Yes, Jedidah, she was acting out. 
Fan. Yes; and now, dear girl, let us embrace 
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Cur. 1 hope she’s cooled off a bit. Cur. What! married? Dad, I guess we are , ! 

Fan. Am 1a welcome visitor here, or shall I | walked into rather scrumptiously. _ ‘ 
. make my courtesy and retire ? | Doub. No’ so; as some deception has ben , 
| Cur. This is her in right down earnest, I swow! | practiced, you are at liberty to withdraw your { 
| Capt. Well, is she diabolical ? liberal offer. Me 
| Cur. No; she’s as angelical as when I first see, Capt. ante shan’t ; I won't grudge a cent ofit. 
' her. Then that was your servant gal I see? Gad! I'd be willing to double it, to have the 
|___Fan. [imitating.| Here, take hold of that shoe | pleasure of hearing that charming creature sing, 
and brush it, can’t you? And as for you, minx, | With fal-lal-lal. [Dances. $ 
' [ll slap your face, I will. _Cur. And Yd give twenty-five cents extra to + 
| Cur. By mighty, how cute! ‘Tip out once‘more, A hoss! a hoss! ‘ 
| ; 
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_ in token of friendship. [They embrace. | great attraction. 
| Cur. I rather guess that was a little tenderer | THE END. | 
| | | | 
: 
| \ | 
: COSTUMES. 
spec eae re prt vader bine rece ; check vest; gray ; RICHARD.—Plain citizen's clothes. 9 
' pants and black gaiters; hat; stock. ; : ts 
| CAPTAIN CHUNK.—French gray trousers; dark coat and ag Tashan? Dine yettiooe: | cleo: Pie nee pee ie ! 
| vest; black hat and black stock; gray head of hair. wig, part in papers. Third Dress; Same as first. 
CURTIS CHUNK.—Long-tail drab coat; showy vest; red, 
| white and blue checked trousers; bell hat ; fancy cravat; long | JEDIDAH.—Long-sleeve cotton frock; printed cotton pinafore; |} 
| flaxen wig and large dickey. high comb; b shoes and sandals; white stockings. 
| 
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